San Jose State University

SJSU ScholarWorks
San José Studies, 1980s

San José Studies

Winter 1-1-1983

San José Studies, Winter 1983
San José State University Foundation

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.sjsu.edu/sanjosestudies_80s

Recommended Citation
San José State University Foundation, "San José Studies, Winter 1983" (1983). San José Studies, 1980s.
10.
https://scholarworks.sjsu.edu/sanjosestudies_80s/10

This Journal is brought to you for free and open access by the San José Studies at SJSU ScholarWorks. It has been
accepted for inclusion in San José Studies, 1980s by an authorized administrator of SJSU ScholarWorks. For more
information, please contact scholarworks@sjsu.edu.

s~Ian~s ~sor

NVS

SAN JOSE
Volume IX, Number 1

ARTICLES
Kleist, Kierkegaard, Kafka and Marriage
Robert Wexelblatt . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 6

The Passing of John O'Mahony and the Fenian Brotherhood
Richard Flanagan ............................................ 16

British War Politics in Ireland, 1914-1918: The California
Irish-American Reaction
Timothy Sarbaugh ........................................... 24

William James and the Concord School of Philosophy
Frederick J. Down Scott ...................................... 34
More Clothes for the Emperor: 'Mental Health'
Robert Hoffman ............................................. 63

Begging Entrance to the Monastery
Christopher Jay ............................................. 84

The Importance of Food in One Day in the Life of
Ivan Denisovich
Alfred Cismaru .............................................. 99

STUDIES
Winter 1983

POETRY
~ordecai~arcus

A Spectrum of Our Myths .................................. 41
The Pleasure of Kissing .................................... 43
Nils Peterson
Letter to Katy .............................................. 44
Charles Edward Eaton

Mr. Meek ................................................ ~ . 48
The Myth in the Module .................................... 49
Jeffery Lewis
Life at the Bachs' .......................................... 50

FICTION
Ticket to the Creek
Judith Windt ................................................ 54

SAN JOSE STUDIES
Volume IX, Number 1

Winter 1983

EDITOR
Selma R. Burkom, English and American Studies, San Jose State
University
ASSOCIATE EDITORS
Billie B. Jensen, History, San Jose State University
Ellen C. Weaver, Biology, San Jose State University
Margaret H. Williams, Humanities, San Jose State University
EDITORIAL BOARD
Garland E. Allen, Biology, Washington University
Nellie Arnold, Recreation, San Jose State University
John A. Brennan, History, University of Colorado, Boulder
Lee Edwards, English, University of Massachusetts, Amherst
Richard Flanagan, Creative Writing, Babson College
Richard IDgl"aham, Biology, San Jose State University
Richard E. Keady, Religious Studies, San Jose State University
Lawrence Lapin, Business, San Jose State University
Mary M. Lepper, Public Administration, Syracuse University
Jackson T. Main, History, State University of New York, Stony Brook
Ralph Parkman, Engineering, San Jose State University
Richard A. Scott, Business, University of Arizona
Jules Seigel, English, University of Rhode Island
Robert G. Shedd, English and Humanities, University of Maryland,
Baltimore County
Robert Spaulding, Elementary Education, San Jose State University
Jack Sutherland, Education, San Jose State University
Celia de Zapata, Spanish, San Jose State University
Dwight Van de Vate, Jr., Philosophy, The University of Tennessee
COMMITTEE OF TRUSTEES
Jean Beard
Marshall J. Burak
Hobert W. Bums
JohnGalm
Elsie Leach

Arlene Okerlund
Rose Tseng
Gerald Wheeler
O.C. Williams, Chairman
Robert H. Woodward,
Secretary

BUSINESS ASSISTANT

Emi Nobuhiro

GRAPHIC CONSULTANTS

AI Beechick
Phyllis Canty

©San Jose State University Foundation, 1983

ISBN: 0097-8051

The Bill Casey Award
The Bill Casey Memorial Fund annually awards $100.00 to the author
of the best article, story, or poem appearing in each volume of San Jose
Studies. Friends and relatives of Bill Casey, a faculty member at San
Jose State University from 1962 to 1966, established the fund at his death
to encourage creative writing and scholarship. The recipient of each
award is selected by the Committee of Trustees of San Jose Studies.
The Bill Casey Award in Letters for 1982
has been presented to

Virginia de Araujo
for her poems

"Tillie's Mother," "Chess," "Lee."
The Committee of Trustees also awarded a one year subscription to San
Jose Studies to the author of the best work (exclusive of the Bill Casey
award) published in the categories of (1) poetry, (2) fiction, and
(3) articles. The 1982 recipients of these awards are:
Poetry

Leonard Nathan, whose poetry appeared in the
Winter, 1982 issue.

Fiction

Robert Burdette Sweet, whose short story, "The
Tear and the Spy," appeared in the Spring, 1982
issue.

Essay

James David Fairbanks, whose article, "The
Evangelical Right and America's Civil Religion,"
appeared in the Winter, 1982 issue.

ARTICLES

Kleist,
Kierkegaard,
Kafka and Marriage

Robert Wexelblatt

A

MONG the several motifs which congealed into the story of Faust
there is one which is equally ancient and persistent. It is to be
found, for instance, in the old tales of Saints Theophilus and Basileus.
The tradition is that the devil argues against a marriage desired by his
contractee. Christopher Marlowe continues this tradition in Doctor
Faustus and even lays a certain stress on it by having the episode occur
immediately after Faustus has signed the blood-contract with
Mephistopheles:
Faust.

. .. But leaving off this, let me have a wife.
The fairest maid in Germany
For I am wanton and lascivious
And cannot live without a wife.

Meph.

How, a wife?
I prithee, Faustus, talk not of a wife.

And a bit later:
Meph.

Tut, Faustus,
Marriage is but a ceremonial toy.
H thou lovest me, think no more of it. 1

L. W. Cushman, the venerable scholar who is my authority on this
tradition, says of it that the devil argues against marriage not because it is
7

a route to salvation, but merely because marriage happens to be a
sacrament. 2 Yet whatever orthodox intentions the original hagiographic
and homiletic writers may have had, later understandings may be
different. Besides, the moral nature of literature is such as to allow
everything to live in a story. Here, in the case of Dr. Faustus, for instance,
we see that to the hero of knowledge and consciousness, the newly
damned professor mirabilis, marriage itself appears to be a temptation,
the act of one already lost, even another way of selling one's soul,
sacrament or not. Furthermore, a Freudian Age might remark in the
episode not only the suppressed libido but also the naivete of John
Faustus, lifelong grind, who must learn some sophistication of his
pander. (What, sex without marriage? I can have Helen of Troy?) It is
almost amusing that the middle-aged academic should think himself so
dreadfully "wanton and lascivious," while he shows himself so obviously
a newcomer to the sexual banquet. Even so, Mephistopheles is made to
argue the point with some heat and, as noted, with a weight of tradition
behind him: "If thou lovest me, think no more of it." Marlowe's devil
seems to be aware of how downright indecorous, not to say threatening, a
behest this is. Just as if to wed were indeed to risk selling one's soul all
over again-but to Satan's Rival.
This "complex," which I have come at so obliquely, is what l believe
distinguishes each one of my three K's in what deserve to be called his
marital relations. That is, all three share an apprehension of marriage as
selling one's soul to salvation, while simultaneously (it is a sale, after all)
marriage is feared as a special temptation of the high-minded
"intellectual" hero. Is this not, for instance, rather precisely what one
infers from Kafka's (Kafka! the author of "Bachelor's Ill-Luck") remark
that to have married a good woman is already to have fulfilled the Law?
Wilhelmina Zenge, Regine Olsen, Felice Bauer-these are names one
connects to the authors' with some compunction. After all, these women
are the cast-off, the sacrificed, the impossible-to-wed. Indeed, the three
stories are remarkably congruent. As Kafka put it in 1913:
Today I got Kierkegaard'sBuch des Richters. As I suspected,
his case, despite essential differences, is very similar to mine,
at least he is on the same side of the world. He bears me out
like a friend. 3
For that matter, so did Heinrich von Kleist, always a favorite of
Kafka's,"bear him out like a friend." In one of his letters to Fraulein
Zenge, Kleist wrote as any one of the three could have written: "I have
often wondered whether it is not my duty to leave you ...." And from
Kleist's last letter of all to his fiancee:
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There is one term in the German language most women will
never understand. That is the term ambition.... Don't write
to me again. My only wish is to die. 4
But isn't all this fear of marriage really just a cliche? Or, better still, is
all this stale gossip really worth dredging up? I would say not, unless the
rather special bachelorhoods of Kleist, Kierkegaard, and Kafka have
something to do with their work. But, as to that, I am not at all sure that
anything could have been more important than the ways in which these
men did not get married. Of course, the reverse is just as true: nothing
could have had more to do with the broken engagements than their work.
The usual way to consider this thrice-repeated ritual, myth, or
experiment is to see these "solitaries" more or less as sub-types of the
poete maudit. And certainly one may say on good evidence that they
feared marriage, respectability, the "bourgeois style," not being alone,
not being unhappy, not being special, and-most of all-not writing. The
distinguishing element, though, is that all three should have so much
wanted to be married that they began to look on marriage seriously as a
salvation forbidden to them. Of course this wish of theirs to marry could
never have been simply whole-hearted: you just do not look for
undivided hearts or simple minds in such a quarter. But who can imagine
the work of these three (all of whom appear to have undergone virtual
creative explosions because of their doomed betrothals) without the
engagements? What else is at the core of Kierkegaard's wonderful Fear
and Trembling and then, still more explicitly, his Repetition, or Kafka's
own "breakthrough" story, "The Judgement," and then "The Metamorphosis"? As for Kleist, Thomas Mann describes his decision to break
off his engagement as the epitome of the whole crisis that turned his life
around and around and made him into a great poet instead of a mediocre
mathematician.
As it happens, Kierkegaard himself has a word to say about Faust,
Goethe's this time, and in Fear and Trembling at that. As usual, it is his
own case he is rehearsing, and what he here calls his pseudonymous
author, a tortor heroum, describes fairly exactly what he is doing to
himself. He supposes Faust to fall deeply in love with Marguerite (Faust
now sees her "not in the concave mirror of Mephistopheles but in all her
lovable innocence") and then to say nothing about it. In this self-imposed
silence we are to note that Faust is as unintelligible as· Abraham, not
merely shy or uncommunicative. Faust's silence, Kierkegaard tells us, is
due to his being an "ideal doubter." And such a doubter, Kierkegaard
confesses over and over again, "hungers just as much for the daily bread
of joy as for the food of the spirit." 5 So much for a trite choice of Art over
Life, spirit over matter, productivity over sex.
Common wisdom says that complex men make for complex problems,
9

but can such men then really be said to "have" their problems? From one
viewpoint there could be nothing simpler than the bachelorhood of the
three K' s. All we need to see, and there is plenty of bright evidence by the
light of which to see it, is that their "work"-however defined-was
perceived as antithetical to their marriages-however valued. As we
have to do with three modern geniuses and not what Kierkegaard himself
called "Fausts in carpet slippers," the work won out. As for the rest-for
all that subtlety, all those explanations-it is justification, rationalization, masochism, resignation, neurosis-what you will. Under this
analysis, the close connection between the marital crisis and the literary
career of each man is ultimately nothing more than the consequence of
turning self-justification and self-laceration into one's natural materia
poetica, a kind of stock-in-trade. Therefore, even in their work everything
can repeat itself. Kleist writes of his Marquise of 0-, Kierkegaard of the
similar fate of Mary, Kafka of Gregor Samsa's metamorphosis. The
baroque prose and furiously micronometric sense of justice in Kleist's
Michael Kohlhaas become the astonishingly alert, lucidly composed
peregrinations ofKierkegaard's scruples in his journals, the ins-and-outs
of guilt in Kafka's The Trial, the precise rending of his Diaries. The
religio-aesthetic faceting of Kleist's "Catholic" stories turns into the
theological prose-poetry of Kierkegaard's Fear and Trembling, and culminates in Kafka's Castle, his late allegories and sets of aphorisms.
Kleist's gorge instinctively rises against the Enlightenment (once he
digested Kant in 1800); Kierkegaard sends the greatest intellect of his
generation into battle with the intellectualism of Hegel; while, piercing
even further into what enlightened intellect had buried, Kafka sums up
his writer's "fate" in the idea of a "talent for portraying (a} dreamlike
inner life (that) has thrust all other matters into the background...." 6
Kleist refuses to settle down to being a Privatdocent at Konigsberg; God
himself lodges an absurd "veto" against Kierkegaard's marriage, and
Franz Kafka cannot bear to lose even the bitterest dregs of a loneliness
which might cause him to write. These men didn't marry because they
didn't want to. Marriage simply wasn't good enough for them.
But what presumption it is to say all this, and of what men! No, the
reverse holds better: complex problems choose complex men. Marriage
was too good for them. They didn't marry even though they wanted to,
wanted to more than anybody, more than their fiancees, for example.
Fear and Trembling is Fear and Trembling; it is not a work of self-service
or rationale. Worldly wisdom is useless when even the creator of Adrian
Leverkuhn admits that Kleist's "combination of ambition and desire for
annihilation is difficult to comprehend.... " As for Kafka, isn't he always
ahead of his critics and biographers, though his being ahead only spurs
them on? Already in 1916 he was accusing himself of"infantilism," and in
the very context of the reduplications of literary history he writes:
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Give up too those nonsensical comparisons you like to make
between yourself and a Flaubert, a Kierkegaard, a Grillparzer. That is simply infantile.'
There are no self-fulfilling prophecies here; there is no self-dramatizing.
In fact, these men acted in the usual tragic way, at least in one sense: they
expressed their freedom in a context of necessity, a necessity of which
they were effusively, blindingly conscious. "Nullum exstitit magnum
ingenium sine aliqua dementia. " Kierkegaard called this Roman saying
"the worldly expression for the religious affirmation that the one who is
blessed is also cursed." You could say that Kierkegaard was too smart to
get married, but too dubious also not to want to. In this respect, of course,
all three K's were "ideal Fausts."
Divided and doubting these men may have been, yet all three seem to
have looked upon marriage philosophically, quite positively and in much
the same way. For instance, they all acknowledge marriage as the
fulfilment of an ethical commandment-if not as a categorical duty, then
certainly as a paradigm. To Kierkegaard, for example, married life
constitutes almost the whole content of the ethical stage oflife described
at length in Part Two of Either/Or. Moreover, the condition of being
married appears to have struck all three as being therapeutic. That is,
marriage would not only be a sign of mental health, but to marry would be
a substantial aid to achieving physical well-being. All three were sick
men, remember, betrayed by their bodies; each could have benefitted
from the care and regularity marriage might have provided. Thus, to
these men marriage to a good woman would be to fulfill not only the
moral law but also nature's.
Nevertheless, all three men felt themselves prevented from marrying
by more than just their own perverse natures, wishes, or drives.
Kierkegaard and Kafka are especially close in the language they use to
express this sense of intervention. As Kierkegaard could write in his
diary that "God has lodged a veto," so Kafka would write to Felice Bauer:
"I am held back by what is almost a command from heaven.... " 8 But here
too one can see into certain differences. For Kierkegaard the divine veto
entailed a vocation which formed the basis of his life's work, to translate
the passion of faith into discursive prose. But for Kafka, the religious
element is by no means so easily distinguishable from the psychological,
nor, of course, so certain as it was for Kierkegaard. Whereas to
Kierkegaard marriage was plainly "vetoed" from on high, Kafka
characteristically enough feels what is "almost a command." Moreover,
the rest of this sentence in Kafka's letter places "apprehension" in
apposition to this command-just as if a "command from heaven" were
really the same thing as "an apprehension that cannot be appeased .... "
Mter all, in Kafka's work it is often so.
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This peculiar mixture of apprehension and vocation, also of desire and
duty, comes up more than once in Kafka's thinking about marriage. A
month and a half after the remark about the heavenly command, he was
writing to his fiancee:
What is stopping me can hardly be said to be facts; it is fear,
an insurmountable fear, fear of achieving happiness, a desire
and a command to torment myself for some higher purpose. 9
I think this remark can be applied to all three men. For, what really
distinguishes them is this relation between desire and command, that
desire and command should coincide on the side of not marrying, while
all three see marriage in general as both desirable and mandatory. The
plots of Kleist's "Marquise of 0-" and "The Duel," for instance, can be
understood as elaborate engines for forcing young women out of
premature spinsterhood. In this regard, these stories, which question so
much, have a clear ethical element, an ethic in favor of marriage.
Now, a man who has only the desire not to marry is what Kierkegaard
designated (in the First Part of Either/Or) a seducer, a Don Juan. On the
other hand, a man who feels only a command not to marry is enduring a
fate which has nothing directly to do with his character. Such a command
could be that of the priesthood, a monastic order; or, more arbitrarily, it
might derive from the provisions of a father's will or an accidental
castration. But neither of these alternatives can be applied to Kleist,
Kierkegaard, or Kafka. Kierkegaard actually attacked monasticism in
Fear and Trembling. Of Kleist and marriage Kafka wrote:
. . . perhaps Kleist, when compelled by outer and inner
necessity to shoot himself on the Wannsee, was the only one
to find the right solution. 10
Failing such a solution, however, there remains the need to "torment"
oneself which is both a desire and a command.
Of the three, Kierkegaard went the furthest in analyzing this special
torment. Though he wrote that to enter the ethical stage (i.e., marriage)
was to "choose oneself," Kierkegaard makes it clear that the final proof
of inwardness is its isolation from the social values of ethics, its outward
unintelligibility. Whatever can be explained can be explained away. As
he insists, either there is something above the explicable, universal, and
moral, or the individual is lost; the outward will defeat the inward. Thus,
it is the very incomprehensibility of the decision not to marry (to sacrifice
Isaac) which may be most important; for the necessary condition of the
individual's existence is, if one likes, literally to be misunderstood. "You
misunderstood," Kafka wrote to Felice, "if you imagined that what keeps
me from marrying is the thought that in winning you I would gain less
12

than I would lose by giving up my solitary existence." 11 One wonders just
what else she could have imagined.

*

*

*

I have only two conclusions I wish to draw from all this. The first is that,
for each man, the crisis over marriage made everything bloom, and
suddenly too, as when Kafka stayed up the whole of one night writing
down "The Judgement," or when Kierkegaard's Fear and Trembling and
Repetition were completed so rapidly that they could be published on the
same day. I suspect that the case of Kleist was similar. And, after all, it is
not so surprising. There is hardly anything in them, in their experience,
their understandings, which is not fully and intensely engaged in the
matter of their engagements. And this may be affirmed both of their
personal lives and even the most impersonal aspects of their work. It is
therefore no accident that the family situations of these writers, situations which become so much the pattern in their writings, are
intimately tied up with the question of marriage. How crucial for Kleist is
the whole of his relationship to the "House of Kleist"? How frequent are
his efforts to prove himself before those exemplary Prussians, and
perhaps to make more of them? Doesn't this turn into the plots of "The
Marquise ofO-," "The Duel," and even "The Prince of Homburg"? For
Kierkegaard the family crux is the great and melancholic secret of his
father's life, the need to hide which he even catalogues as one motive in
breaking off his own engagement. It is more than a clue to the same
connection when Kafka comes to write his own explication of "The
Judgement" and remarks that:
... the bride ... lives in the story only in relation to ... what
father and son have in common.... (She] is easily driven away
by the father since no marriage has yet taken place, and so she
cannot penetrate the circle of blood relationship that is drawn
around father and son_. 2
The duty of the last of a family is, of course, to be the last. Isn't it mostly
the deliberate not giving up on their family struggles which gets men like
Kleist and Kafka accused of real "infantilism"? And isn't it perhaps true
that to continue to be a bachelor is also to continue to be a son? Yet
without their consciousness of such a choice, where could we locate the
elemental response their stories of family life elicit from us? In short, the
three K's have bent their astonishing geniuses to the work of redeeming
(not "rehabilitating") the problems they are said to suffer from. This
leaves their analysts and accusers to the task of turning intricate silk
purses back into useless sow's ears.
My second conclusion has to do, more generally, with the view of
1:~

marriage as an impermissible, interdicted variety of salvation. What did
marriage really mean in itself for these men? and what, beyond itself, did
marriage represent? First and maybe last of all, marriage is the
possibility of happiness. These great distinction-makers (all three are
really either/or men, Kohlhaasian terrorists with themselves) somehow
did not distinguish between an unacceptably complacent "happiness" in
marriage and a higher "happiness" as bachelors. Did they really fail then
to grasp how trite their cases were? No, their more courageous choice was
one between kinds of unhappiness. They elected the sort that precluded
happiness in their relations with women-the good women with whom
marriage would be no less than fulfilment of the Law. For these lawabiding men, then, the choice was virtually a form of lawlessness. They
confess it everywhere. The idealization of spontaneity (Kleist), of the
"universal" (Kierkegaard), and of "the commonplace" (Kafka) is
deliberately offset by the uniformly anguished but even more forceful
idealization of (respectively) consciousness, the Absolute or Absurd, and
what Kafka came to call "the Indestructible." From the viewpoint of the
first set of ideals, these men appear to be neo-Manichaeans. But that is
clearly not their point of view, or not the whole of it. Perhaps we can
attempt to glimpse this through a figure.
Imagine that these men live~ in such a way as always to remain
teetering, like eggs precariously balanced on a rooftop, full of the
potential energy of a fall. On one side there is Something, on the other
Nothing. For them, to marry would be to float miraculously free of the
rooftop, to be wafted down to the welcome ground of Somethingperhaps they could land softly on Kierkegaard's carpet slippers. On the
other hand, for them entirely to deny the salvation to be found (found by
them, if not others) in marriage would be to tumble off into pure
Nothingness. That to move either way would be to fall, to make an end of
the predicament of their lives, is true; but also it would be to expend in
one vertiginous moment the energy each man felt the need to husband.
We can say that they preferred to crack their shells from the inside, as in
a real birth, rather than to be smashed from the outside by either the joy
or despair of the world. And so these writers speak to us from "on high,"
each in his unique voice. But, for all their unprecedentedness, they speak
more humanly than we begin by supposing. Should we only cast our eyes
down, we will see them as in a reflecting pool: they appear to speak from
down below, in their murky bachelor's hell, and the thrust of their always
threatening fall we mistakenly interpret as a rising to the rippling surface
of real life.
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The Passing of
John O'Mahony and
the Fenian Brotherhood

Richard Flanagan

J

OHN Devoy said it. Devoy, a veteran of the Irish movement for

independence at the turn of the century, said: "No matter how the
Irish treat a leader when living-and the treatment is often very badthey never fail to give him a decent burial."
Something more than a decent burial was accorded John O'Mahony
just over a hundred years ago. O'Mahony was the founde_r of the Fenian
Society in the United States in the late 1850's. When he died, at8 o'clock
in the evening of February 6, 1877, in a wretched flat in New York City,
with no coal for the grate, the Society died with him. Like O'Mahony, the
Society had become consumptive over the past five years. But 1500
Fenian Brothers, remembering the glory days of the '60's, and 10,000
others who knew the accomplishments of the man, marched in
O'Mahony's funeral procession up 5th Avenue and down Broadway and
Canal Street-through dense crowds of onlookers, flags at half-staff all
over the city-down to the river where they saw him aboard the ship
Dakota for the journey home to Ireland. 100,000 people had passed by
his body as it lay in state at the 69th Regiment Armory.
16

The funeral was more than merely decent, and the treatment had been
bad. He had been largely forgotten by those whom he had galvanized into
creating the largest private army ever assembled in the United States.
His death was the saving of him. He had trembled on the brink of total
obscurity, deeply in poverty, this man who had gathered millions of
dollars for the cause of Irish rebellion and independence, and who had
been accused more than once of letting some of that money stick to his
own fingers.
When the body arrived in Ireland, a feverish excitement awaited. The
funeral procession was a mile long as the cortege made its way from Cork
into Dublin. 200,000 people are said to have packed Sackville Street and
the surrounding neighborhood as a torchlight procession glared forth
into a moonlit night. A great wearing of the green accompanied the burial
ceremony at Glasnevin on the 4th of March, as the grave of Terence
Bellew McManus, a hero of the rising of' 48, was opened and O'Mahony
was laid to rest atop the casket of McManus. Oh, it was a fine funeral.
More than nostalgia evokes reminiscence of this man and the
organization he created. One might be tempted to consign the man, his
Brotherhood and their sometimes bizarre activities, to the dustbin of
history, a footnote at best. Still, as one looks at the history of the past
century or two, there is a stronger temptation to see not footnotes in
minor men and events, but rather metaphors, a sequence of epiphanies,
which may help only, it is true, to understand if not to solve current
problems. But that is surely something.
Two examples. Of O'Mahony someone once said that he was "a
conspirator by instinct." The history of the Fenian Society, as his
creature, supports such a description. At the same time, as E. R. Norman
has said in a recent study, "English writers (of the period) emphasized
the Fenianism of the 1860's ... because it provided yet another instance
of the impossibility of governing a people so imbued with the instinct of
sedition." Curious word: instinct. How does a man acquire an instinct for
conspiracy, a whole people an instinct for sedition? The word is loosely
used, no doubt.
But the "damnable question" persists. Ireland-the northern part
and, as an involved political force, the southern part as well-still seems
ungovernable. One of the steadiest commentators over the years, Conor
Cruise O'Brien, has recently described the activities of the I.R.A. in such
a way that one can only conclude they are interested in conspiracy and
violence for their own sake, since winning and losing are equally
pointless. If the I.R.A. should "win,"-that is, if the British troops
leave-a bloodbath is at least possible. If the I.R.A. "lose," they continue
to lay claim to the martyrdom of Pearse and the others of 1916.
There is no good reason to help the currenti.R.A. validate its claim to
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linear descent within the movement for hish independence of the past
200 years. What appears to be linear, however, is the instinct (impulse?
compulsion?) for conspiratorial design.
The other example of the past as metaphor is not different. It
only widens the view. John O'Mahony and his counterpart, James
Stephens, who founded the hish Republican Brotherhood in Ireland,
modelling it on the lines of the Fenian Society (soon enough its members
were called Fenians, too)-both of these men were veterans of the failed
rising of '48. They escaped to Paris. Some evidence exists that they were
in touch there with revolutionaries from other countries. Ultimately, foes
and friends alike, for opposing reasons, came to call O'Mahony and
Stephens the Mazzini and Garibaldi of Ireland. In Italy and elsewhere,
sympathetic conspiratorial groups called themselves Fenians.
When O'Mahony came to the United States and accomplished his
astonishing feat of organizing, it was with the explicit purpose of
fostering the movement for independence on an international scale. The
international dimension was not new to political dissidents. Jacobinism
and various forms of anti-Bonapartist and socialist activities had spilled
across national boundaries. With Fenianism, this phenomenon may be
said to have gone global. Fenians convicted of political crimes in England
were transported to Australian prisons (and on two occasions were the
beneficiaries of spectacular escape plots). And the most elaborate
scheme of American Fenianism, carried far beyond the scheming stage
and into flaming action, promulgated the invasion of Canada by a private
army, provoking a war between the U.S. and Great Britain, invasion and
liberation of Ireland and, in the back of a few minds, the establishing of a
socialist-Marxist state there.
This broader example of the conspiratorial mind in action reverberates in our time. One knows of international conclaves of conspiratorial terrorists, exchanging the latest information and techniques,
hiring out to one another for special assignments, arranging financing·for
arms purchases. Terrorists from Japan hi-jack German airliners in
Lebanon. American money, so the grapevine has it, buys arms in Libya
for Catholics in Northern Ireland.
One asks, then, with the sense that it is a contemporary interest, who
was this man who died a century ago but who seems so much of our time?
What was the organization that had so relatively short a life span but that
gave its name, both in praise and obloquy, to a century of rebellion and
terrorism?
O'Mahony, according to one who was very close to him, manifested
"the spirit of a medieval clan chief." H that characterization is not easily
translatable, consider that another observer, not sympathetic to
Fenianism, said of O'Mahony that he "would not condescend to
persuade; he would not hold out hope of reward, nor employ
blandishments; all who joined his league were expected to do so out of
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purest patriotism. He froze the spirits of a good many whom a little
management might have rendered ardent supporters. And he contrived
to make mortal enemies of a good many more by his irritability and
peevish vindictiveness."
This same observer, writing "The Secret History of the Fenian
Conspiracy," said later that O'Mahony was "a mere cypher in the hands
of his own party .... He vacillated from one opinion to another, and from
one purpose to another, hourly; always agreeing with the last who tried
his persuasive, or rather, bullying, powers upon him."
If these qualities seem at odds with each other, it is because they
describe O'Mahony at two different times in his career as organizer and
"Head Center" of the Society. To "freeze the spirit" of some members of
an emerging conspiratorial group may mean nothing other than to
eliminate the slush, the softness. To demand "purest patriotism" may be
to demand only the zeal that one expects of oneself. Surely it must be
acknowledged that the character of the man, in the late 1850's and early
years of the next decade, was suitable to his purpose. Within the frrst two
or three years of organizing among the large numbers of Irish-Americans,
O'Mahony found himself the leader of a quarter of a million men. His
sister, Ellen, was "Head Directress" of the Fenian Sisterhood, an
auxiliary body with its own constitution and by-laws.
Later, when the principal organizing effort was completed, there arose
the question on which the Society foundered: what to do with all this
power. O'Mahony' s ability to maintain control over his creature was
tested and, in the end, found wanting-not, perhaps, because his
leadership abilities faltered, nor his resolve. But leadership rooted in
conspiracy was not O'Mahony' s alone. Internecine struggles, helped by
circumstances outside the Society, divided the energies and resources of
the Brotherhood, and by 1863 O'Mahony's control was marginal at best.
He attempted to shore up that control by acceding to the most strident
voices, demands that became more and more shrill as the Civil War came
to a close.
Some 150,000 members of the Fenian Society fought in the Civil War,
the great proportion on the Union side but some on the Confederate.
Fenians joined the war effort with mixed motives. Whatever their views
on states' rights, slavery, or saving the union, Irish-American soldiers
who were also Fenians went to war in order to learn military techniques
and tactics to be put to use in the cause of Irish independence. Whole
military units were at the same time Fenian Circles. At Fenian
conventions during the war, representatives from Union Army battalions
were present and influential. O'Mahony himself was a Colonel in the
Union Anny but saw no action.
As the war ended, a phenomenon developed, which, like the
conspiratorial elements mentioned earlier, echoes in the century
following. Large numbers of men trained in military tactics and
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conditioned to think of violence as a legitimate means to solve problems
were now civilians again. The aim of the Brotherhood had always been to
bring about hish independence through military action, and now the
militancy of a hundred thousand war veterans pressed the case that the
time was ripe.
O'Mahony argued that action for freeing Ireland had to be closely
coordinated with the mobilization efforts of Stephens in Ireland, efforts
that were largely financed by money from the United States and that had
only a fluctuating success. Spies and counterspies-the whole paraphernalia of conspiracy-both impeded and made possible the organization
in the home country. Arms shipments were intercepted. Conspirators
were jailed. Stephens himself was of course a hunted man-all a refrain
played many times before and since in Irish history.
At length, however, the militant scheme was adopted over O'Mahony's
objections. A Fenian army would invade Canada, the nearest outpost of
the British Empire, and the consequence at the least would be the
"liberation" of that colony and at the best a war between the United
States and Great Britain during the course of which Ireland would be
invaded and set free.
To give the plan its due, one should note that certain factors
contributed to its grand symmetry. To begin with, relations between the
U.S. and Great Britain had reached a nadir during the Civil War because
of British support, both moral and physical, for the Confederacy. Some
American officials tacitly favored a war with Great Britain, and there is
reason to believe that the U.S. was in a favorable military position for
such a war.
A second and related factor was the growing political strength of the
Irish in America. The kind of clout that would be felt in American
political life right up to our own time was already a potent force within the
same generation as the first great wave of immigration.
A more speculative-and, as it turned out, less dependable-factor
was the presence of another large number of Irish immigrants in Canada.
Surely they would arise and join the invading Irish-Americans and the
liberation of Canada would be reality.
The decisive factor, however, remained the Fenian army itself. Not all
Fenians, of course, were prepared to take part in an invasion of Canada,
but several thousand men, armed and trained and zealous (whatever
other characteristics one may wish to assign) stood ready, needing only
the one element that never came: leadership.
In a desperate attempt to give the self-styled Men of Action a slice
from the loaf, O'Mahony agreed to the least favorable part of the grand
design, the attempted seizing of Campo Bello Island, then as now a part
of the province of New Brunswick near the border with Maine. A ship
with arms and men actually set sail in early 1866 to carry out this military
adventure. (Accusations were later directed toward O'Mahony charging
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that he had prevented the sailing of a protective gunboat to accompany
the arms shipment.) The success of the adventure may be measured by
the fact that histories now refer to the episode, if at all, as "the Campo
Bello fiasco." In fear of being captured by a British man-of-war off the
coast of Maine, the Fenian ship surrendered to American forces at
Eastport where the arms and men were taken into custody by General
George Meade, such was the duty of some career officers when the Civil
War was over.
Success at Campo Bello might not have done much for O'Mahony,
embroiled in a continuing struggle to maintain authority. Failure, of
course, was calamitous 'for him. The Men of Action, undaunted by the
failure to reach, let alone conquer, Campo Bello, pressed forward with
plans and logistical arrangements for a broadscale invasion of Ontario
and Que bee along the New York and Vermont borders. Title as well as
power were diverted from O'Mahony, and the continuing military effort
was directed by the new President of the Fenian Society, W. R. Roberts,
characterized by one observer as "the ex-dry goods man from New
York," and by T. W. Sweeney, a former Brigadier General in the Union
Army and now Secretary of War in the Fenian cabinet and commanderin-chief of the army. Large amounts 0f arms and other war materiel were
shipped to staging areas along the borders, with the knowledge and
consent of the New York Central Railroad. Men gathered from a dozen
states.
During the first week in June, 1866, a strike force of some 800 men
under the leadership of one of the most colorful characters in all of the
Fenian history, John O'Neill, crossed the Niagara from Buffalo. He and
his band spent two days near Fort Erie and defeated a Canadian (British)
force nearly twice their own size. They were not to be spoiled by success,
however, since anticipated reenforcements did not arrive, and no IrishCanadian uprising occurred. What's more, the projected simultaneous
invasions along the border did not even get started. As O'Neill and his
force retreated across the river, they were intercepted by the U.S.
gunboat Michigan and taken prisoner.
A year later, in Ireland, a most chaotic attempt at insurrection was put
down by the British. The only success was of the all-too-familiar and
ironic variety that saw the list of martyrs grow still longer.
O'Neill served two months in jail for his part in the violation of
neutrality laws, but the Fenian threat, such as it was, continued when he
was released. He waged a brand of psychological warfare for the next
three years that kept Canadians more than somewhat jittery. In fact, the
cause of Canadian confederation and the transition to dominion status
were greatly accelerated by Fenian threats. In 1870, again with elaborate
logistical preparations (as much as a quarter million dollars in arms and
supplies gathered along the frontier), O'Neill, now President of the
Society and a General of its army, launched an unsuccessful attack on the
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border north of St. Albans, Vermont. He spent several more months in
jail (and paid a fine of $10.00) and then turned up along the border in
Minnesota attempting to exploit an Indian uprising in Manitoba, again,
but with diminished effect, calling it a Fenian raid and again suffering
humiliating rebuff.
Military commentators in our time, reflecting on the Fenian
adventure, particularly the 1866 effort, have stated that the Fenians
"could have won" and, from the logistical standpoint, "should have
won." As often happens, however, just what it means to "win" a military
engagement is subject to dispute. It seems clear that the large threat to
Fenian military success lay not with the British-Canadians but with the
resolve of the U.S. government, slow but sure in developing, not to allow
these violations of neutrality to persist.
Within the ranks themselves lay the ultimate threat. The quarrelling
and backbiting, the conspiracies within the larger conspiracy, meant that
self-destruction was always a very present possibility. In 1872,
O'Mahony was recalled to leadership of the Brotherhood, but the days of
glory, or of glorious fantasy, were gone, along with any advantage once
held in the antagonism between the U.S. and Great Britain. The decline
was swift and with O'Mahony's death the Society gave way to new efforts
at organization and support of the Irish cause.
A review of two books on Irish history appeared recently under the
headline, "The historic Irish lust for power." One need not take headline
writers too seriously in order to be set thinking by such phraseology. As
with the "instinct" for conspiracy and sedition, the assertion that a whole
people, in either antique or modem dress, possesses a lust for power is
one of two things. It is either a gross extrapolation and an exercise in
stereotyping and therefore as silly and unhelpful as those exercises
always are. Or the assertion proceeds from observed and observable
data so compelling in their consistency and so enduring that one wants to
say, at the least, is there an explanation? Is there even a predictability
quotient, glimmering and elusive as it might be?
John O'Mahony and the Fenian Society were comets in the long
nighttime of Irish subordination, as were Wolfe Tone, McManus,
Stephens, Parnell, Pearse, and De Valera; as were Young Ireland, Clan
na Gael, and Sinn Fein. And there were others, many others. Soon
enough, in contemplation of such luminaries, one recognizes that it is the
dark that makes them seem so bright, the oppression that, rendering so
many humble, makes these people and organizations loom so large. Too
much is given away to the oppressor's point of view when one dwells on
such matters as instincts for conspiracy and lust for power. The
techniques of survival and resistance-the whole mental set developed
under the duress of centuries-such adaptation is only negative when it
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turns on itself. That is the sad truth of Fenianism and of so many of the
Irish impulses toward freedom and self-government.
The century since O'Mahony's death and the death of the Fenian
Brotherhood in the United States has a pathos that speaks in the poem
written in O'Mahony's name by Douglas Hyde in the 1880's, "The Death
Lament of John O'Mahony:"
Let no one venture to ask my story
Who believes in glory or trusts to fame;
Yes! I have within me such demons in keeping
As are better sleeping without a name....
Not a single hope have I seen fulfilled
For the blood we spilled when we cast the die;
And the future I painted in brightness and pride
Has the present belied, and shall still belie.

23

•
British War Policies In
Ireland, 1914-1918:
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CCORDING to Alan J. Ward, "The Irish were an extremely
vociferous and influential element in American public
opinion.... Their slogans were simple: they wanted freedom for Ireland
as the American colonies had wanted their freedom, they opposed
alliance with Britain ... and, using them as cues, Irish-Americans were
able to influence a large number of Americans by consistently leading the
way with mass meetings and propaganda campaigns whenever Britain
might be harmed." 1 Such a "vociferous and influential" Irish-American
community emerged in California after England declared war upon the
Central Powers in early August 1914. England's decision to go to war
eventually led to the implementation of the following policies in Ireland:
the postponement of the Home Rule Bill, the use of force and violence to
suppress the 1916 Easter uprising, and the attempt to apply conscription in Ireland. Together these equaled the most influential British war
policies that had a direct impact upon the Irish-American community of
California. Together these policies gave birth to a militant Irish
republicanism in California, a movement destined to have a great impact
in the postwar world.
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California's Irish-American community was dominated by a cultural
nationalism between the years 1900-1914. Father Peter Yorke and
Joseph Scott led this cultural Irish movement by establishing a
statewide Gaelic League, an organization originally formed in Ireland in
1893. Scott emigrated from England to the United States in 1889,
making his way to Los Angeles and establishing a successful law practice.
He became the head of many local, state, and national Irish-American
and Catholic organizations. Yorke came to the United States from
Ireland in the 1880s to finish his studying for the priesthood, was
ordained by Cardinal James Gibbons in 1887, and then was assigned to
San Francisco where he eventually became pastor of St. Peter's Church
until his death in 1925. 2
Yorke was the main spokesman of Irish republicanism in California.
He founded and edited the Leader in 1902, establishing the
headquarters of the state's only Irish-American newspaper in San
Francisco. In 1902 the Leader had five hundred subscribers, but by 1921
it had a readership of sixteen thousand. Thereafter its readership
dropped drastically. The Leader provided an indispensable service for
the Irish-American community of California. Weekly it informed IrishAmericans about the political events in Ireland, as well as the battles
against discrimination in America. 3
Between 1900-1910, Yorke and Scott publicly espoused the
fundamentals of the Gaelic League. They believed that the Irish culture
the League promoted constituted "the true bedrock of Irish nationality."
The Gaelic League's largest branch was located in San Francisco; it was
called the O'Growney Branch. Throughout the state, the League
sponsored classes in Irish history and Gaelic Language, held weekly
dances, and organized Gaelic Athletic Field Days. Distinguished Gaelic
League members in Ireland would also visit. Douglas Hyde, the scholarly
president of the Gaelic League in Ireland, came to San Francisco in 1906
and departed with a five thousand dollar donation.4
By 1912, England began instituting policies in Ireland that would
change California's Irish Cultural nationalism into a militant
republicanism by .1916. In 1912, Herbert Asquith, the liberal prime
minister, introduced the third Home Rule Bill to Parliament, a bill that
would grant Ireland independence in terms of its domestic affairs. The
bill seemed certain for success because in the House of Commons
Asquith had the support of the Irish Parliamentary Party under the
leadership of John Redmond and because the Parliament Act of 1911
had limited the power of the House of Lords' veto. 5
In anticipation of the Parliament's final verdict, the unionists, antiHome Rule forces in Northern Ireland, led by Edward Carson, created
the Ulster Volunteers, a military group, to resist the implementation of
Home Rule in the north. The Irish nationalists, the supporters of Home
Rule in southern Ireland, reacted to this feat and created the Irish
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Volunteers, a military group designed to insure the implementation of
Home Rule in Ireland. Both groups created a potentially violent situation
in Ireland. 6
Violence finally erupted when both sides began surreptitiously to buy
arms from Germany. For on the 26th of July 1914 British troops
garrisoned in Dublin attempted to thwart one of the Irish volunteers'
gun-running enterprises on the coast. Unsuccessful in this endeavor, the
troops returned to Dublin only to be greeted by a stone-throwing crowd
in Bachelor's Walk. The confrontation ended when the British troops
opened fire into the crowd, killing three persons and wounding thirtyeight others. The blood spilled at Bachelor's Walk engendered the frrst
political activism and exhumed a revolutionary, miiitant republicanism
among California Irish-Americans. 7
This "baptism in blood," declared Yorke, gave "new life" to
California's Irish republican nationalism. He perceived the events of
Bachelor's Walk as the turning point for the Irish-American community
of California. The bloodshed not only validated the claim that the
peaceful solution of Home Rule was "a hoax" but also signified that the
English had not changed their ways in dealing with Ireland.
Consequently, Yorke and his fellow Irish-Americans became rabidly
anti-British and deeply convinced of the futility of working with the
British through peaceful means. Irishmen must be armed, they thought,
if only to protect themselves from the Ulster Volunteers and the British
troops. 8
The precarious military situation of the South induced the California
Irish to establish a state branch of the Irish Volunteer Fund (IVF) in San
Francisco. The purpose of the fund was "to organize, arm, and equip a
national army of defense" to safeguard the rights of the Irish people and
the territorial integrity of their nation. Despite the outbreak of World
War I, the IVF committee had finally completed all of the necessary
arrangements to start the fund drive by August 8th. 9
A further impetus for collecting funds occurred one month after the
IVF's inception. In September of 1914, the English Parliament decided
to postpone the implementation of Home Rule Bill, which had already
passed through the proper channels, until after the war ended. When the
news reached the Irish-Americans of California, they became even more
determined to collect a large sum of money. By October, the IVF gained
momentum, and during one week, Irish-Americans contributed one
thousand dollars. The upturn swing continued until the fund drive finally
closed in November 1915. All told the IVF collected five thousand
dollars. 10
The militancy of the Irish-Americans of California was not allowed a
respite, however. Four months after the IVF's closing, on Monday, the
24th of April1916, the Easter Uprising began in the streets of Dublin.
Incensed by the postponement of the Home Rule Bill's implementation
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until the end of the war and by Redmond's policy of fighting for the
British, the Irish Republican Brotherhood, the Irish Volunteers, and the
Irish Citizen Army stormed the Dublin Post Office on O'Connell Street.
On the steps of the Post Office, Patrick Pearse proclaimed Ireland an
independent Republic. A seven day battle ensued in the streets of
Dublin between the Irish rebels and English troops. By the morning of
the eighth day, the English military force had subdued the rebels-and
began carrying out the policy of executing the sixteen leaders of the
uprising, Patrick Pearse being the first to die. 11
On the 29th of April, the Leader ran the headline, "Ireland Declares
War on England," and carried a front-page picture of besieged Dublin.
Yorke professed approval of the rising and continued to maintain an
optimistic outlook even after the uprising's defeat. According to Yorke,
the "Rising" was a redemption in blood and an independent Irish
republic seemed "inevitable." 12
The subsequent executions outraged the Irish-Americans of
California. Joseph Scott saw the executions as "unalterably stupid."
They represented the defamation of liberty and life according to
American ideals. The executed patriots, Scott declared, would join
Robert Emmet and become permanent monuments of Irish freedom.
California Congressman Samuel Shortridge criticized the executions
also. He said, "Might does not make Right" and advised Irish-Americans
not to despair. The blood that has been shed has guaranteed that soon
"the epitaph of Robert Emmet will be written." 13
In only two weeks outrage was transformed from speech into action.
Yorke and the Irish-Americans of California organized and solidified
their militant republicanism with the formation of the Friends of Irish
Freedom (FOIF). The organization's stated purpose was to help advance
the cause of Irish independence. FOIF branches began to appear in most
of the state's major cities. The FOIF sponsored a major protest meeting
in San Francisco on the 8th day of May at Dreamland Rink. The Leader
reported it as "the greatest meeting ever held for the cause of the Irish
Republic." 14
Six thousand people attended the meeting and a majority of them
endorsed and joined the FOIF. Yorke, in his address to the gathering,
briefly sketched the history of Ireland since the founding of the Irish
Volunteers. After eighteen months of misguidance by Redmond, the
Irish people seemed to have come "to their senses," declared Yorke: "To
be free, one must fight." Mayor Lawrence O'Toole of Oakland spoke
next, followed by Reverend Fletcher, who delivered the most evocative
speech of the evening. He movingly described the mood of the gathering:
"Tonight our hearts are back in Ireland; tonight the spirits of our
martyred and beloved dead hover around us here." The slogan "Ireland
A Nation, Ireland Free!" would be carried forward. 15
Before the gathering dispersed, Yorke was elected president of the
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state FOIF and the audience agreed to send a protest resolution to
President Woodrow Wilson. The resolution stated that the Irish rebels,
who fought against British rule and were subsequently imprisoned, were
prisoners of war and should be treated as such. They further asked
President Wilson to apply to Ireland the same "Laws of Humanity" that
guided him in his approach to the World War-to make sure the English
observed the international laws of war. 16
At a FOIF meeting in San Francisco on the 8th of June 1916, Yorke
and the others gathered decided to set up an Irish Relief Fund, with
proceeds ticketed to help the needy and suffering of Dublin. Almost
immediately the Irish-Americans responded with generous contributions. By July 15th, the fund's officials reported thirty thousand dollars
had been collected. In San Jose, a fund raiser was held at Garden
Theater. Yorke spoke that evening and emphasized that he wanted
money "for bread and not lead." By the close of the meeting, five
hundred dollars had been collected. 17
As a result of California's overwhelming generosity, the national
treasurer of the Irish Relief Fund, Thomas Kelly, wrote to the
organization in California. He commended Californians for the sum of
their contributions which had oL\ly been surpassed by New York. The
Irish Relief Fund was terminated at the end of 1916. In all, its officials
reported collecting a grand total of forty thousand dollars. 18
The year of the uprising finally came to a close. It was a year that would
act as a focal point for the militant Irish republicanism in California
mainly as aresultofEngland's decision to execute the Irishrebelleaders,
for these leaders became martyrs of their cause of an Irish Republic.
Thus Irish-Americans of California approached 1917 with great vigor.
"Was not the Irish Republic proclaimed for the flrst time?" Yorke asked
his readers in the Leader. 19
But America~s entry into the war in April, 1917 changed the situation.
At this time Yorke wrote an editorial entitled "Tell the President." Yorke
advised Wilson that the Irish-Americans would not be fighting Britain
anymore for Irish Freedom. On the contrary, Irish-Americans would
directly take the cause of Ireland to the President himself, centering the
protest around his belief that the freedom of small nations was essential
to world peace which was precisely what the men of 1916 died for-an
Irish Republic. Hence, Yorke defmed the purpose of California's IrishAmerican agitation during America's war years. 20
Yorke's change to focus Irish-American protest on Wilson instead of
the English had much to do with the fact that Great Britain was now
America's official ally. To criticize an ally of the United States during war
would be seen as treason to Americans instilled with the war patriotism
of "100% Americanism." To criticize England would demonstrate that
Irish-Americans still supported a German victory, a stance upheld by the
California Irish since 1914. Therefore, Yorke changed his tactics and
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spoke less frequently and violently about the cause of Irish
independence and his hatred for England. 21
Yorke's circumspection ended when England proposed to apply
conscription to Ireland in early 1918. Yorke and the FOIF could not sit
back quietly. Criticism of England's proposed conscription policy
appeared in the pages of the Leader. England would not use the blood of
Irishmen to fight its war, wrote Yorke. Once again the state FOIF began
to sponsor protest meetings and Yorke personally invited Mrs. Francis
Sheehy-Skeffington, whose husband had been one of the casualties in
the 1916 uprising, to visit San Francisco in April1918. Mrs. SheehySkeffington came to speak out against England and conscription: she
and Yorke were branded traitors. 22
This protest over conscription produced a new circumstance in the
California Irish-American community. An open conflict emerged among
the Irish-Americans themselves over whether opposing England and
conscription was anti-American and treasonous. Sides were formed by
either how American or how Irish one was. In California, the debate
between San Franciscan attorney Garret W. McEnerney and Yorke and
his followers symbolized this conflict over loyalties encountered by the
Irish-American community. 23
Garret W. McEnerney was born in Napa, California in 1865. He
graduated with the B.S. from St. Mary's College of San Francisco in 1881
and established a law practice in San Francisco in 1889. He eventually
served as attorney for the State of California and the San Francisco's
Board of Health. Of Irish heritage, McEnerney became one of the leading
supporters of the Home Rule Movement within the Irish-American
community of San Francisco. He did not advocate the use of violence to
gain independence for Ireland. 24
The controversy began when T.P. O'Connor, representing the Home
Rule Redmondite party which supported the idea of the Irish fighting for
England, visited and spoke at a banquet in San Francisco on the 1st of
April1918. Both Yorke and McEnerney received invitations, but only
McEnerney attended, giving the introductory address in which he
expressed his opinion on the Irish Question and on what Irish-Americans
of California should be doing to help the war effort. He argued very
soundly from an American-first position. The United States had entered
the war with two major objectives: to defeat Germany and to honor her
ally, England. To oppose conscription and to seek Irish independence
through violent means would be directly against these aims. With great
firmness and clarity, McEnerney ended, saying that all Irish-Americans
advocating such policies were "levying war upon our ally and in doing
that levying war upon us." Such supporters were treasonous and disloyal
citizens. Instead, he advised Irish-Americans to support their
government and its ally, thereby gaining a better bargaining position to
have Home Rule considered for Ireland at the end of the war. 25
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The next day the San Francisco Examiner published McEnerney's
speech. The publication of this address caused a great uproar among
McEnerney's opponents. On the 7th of April, the Saint Patrick's Day
Convention, consisting of 640 delegates, met and attacked McEnerney's
comments in a resolution. It stated that McEnerney had misrepresented
the situation in Ireland: England resided in Ireland due to brute force
and not by the consent of the people. So for Irish-Americans to resist this
oppression in any way was not disloyal. On the contrary, it was the
patriotic expression of the ideals of the Declaration of Independence and
Wilson's self-determination for small nations. 26
Within the next twenty-four hours, McEnerney's reply to this attack
appeared in the San Francisco Examiner. This time he came out more
forcefully in his accusations. He stated that all Americans and Irishmen
should fight, and if they decided not to, they should be deported or
returned to Ireland. All patriotic Americans should encourage the Irish
in Ireland to support Britain in her fight by allowing her many troops in
Ireland to be transferred to the front lines in France: "It may save the
whole allied cause." 27
Yorke finally attacked McEnerney in the pages of the Leader on the
lOth of April 1918. The long article was eventually published by the
FOIF in a pamphlet entitled America and Freedom. In it Yorke accused
McEnerney of distorting the situation entirely. Irish-Americans who
opposed conscription and supported violent means to gain Irish
independence were not treasonous citizens; they were loyal Americans
who believed in Wilson's self-determination for small nations. Yorke
ended his exhortation by claiming that McEnerney was not an American
because he was not an idealist, and then he set-up several syllogistic
theorems to demonstrate that the practical law-like "Logos" of
McEnerney was "inspissated Humbug." 28
The publication of Yorke's views ended the debate, and the failure of
England to impose conscription in Ireland allowed the issue to die. Soon
thereafter the Armistice of November 1918 was reached, and with
it a new inspiration of unity and purpose emerged within the IrishAmerican community of California. C. F. Horan, an official of the FOIF,
revealed this increased dedication to Irish independence in one of his
letters:
The Great War has been won. However, the war's noble
aims have not been accomplished; imperialism has not been
destroyed. In Ireland today a condition of tyranny exists
which has no parallel in modern times. We must fight British
imperialism and the propaganda in the country which will
influence [America] to join the tyranny by joining the League
of Nations. 29
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Horan concluded that Irish independence must be granted in this
"Critical Hour." 30
Horan's words portended the continued existence of what the British
War policies in Ireland created in the Irish-American Community of
California-the birth of a strong and militant Irish republicanism. The
legacy of the British war policies would increase in scale in all of its forms
(fund drives, protest meetings) during the next three years. Eamon De
Valera would visit California three times and over one million dollars
would be collected in California for the cause of Irish independence.
Ironically, California's strong American-Irish republicanism owed more
to the English than to the nationalists in Ireland.

Notes
I would like to thank Louis Bisceglia and James Walsh, of the
History Department at San Jose State, for their assistance with my
Master's thesis, from which this article is derived.
1 Alan J. Ward, Ireland and Anglo-American Relations 1899-1921
(Toronto: University of Toronto Press, 1969), p. 260. The research for
this paper began with the cataloging of the John Byrne Collection in the
Archives at San Jose State University. John Byrne was one of the leaders
of the Irish nationalist movement in Los Angeles between 1900-1936.
The collection has over one thousand documents, including Byrne's
personal and business correspondence, newspapers, annual treasury
reports for various Irish-American organizations.
2 Although Joseph Scott's biography has not yet been written, many
sources relating to his life exist. Sister Anita Weyer, "Joseph Scott: A
Life of Service," Southern California Quarterly 48 (Sept.1966), 241-264;
Joseph Scott, "Joe Scott Story: As told to Edward Prendergast," Los
Angeles Evening Herald, 24 April-4 June 1952 (Microfilm: Bancroft
Library: UC Berkeley, 1979); Joseph Scott File (SJSU: Archives Byrne
Collection). For an account of Father Yorke's life see James P. Walsh,
31

Ethnic Militancy: An Irish-Catholic Prototype (San Francisco: R & E
Research Associates, Reprint of Dissertation, 1975) and Joseph
Brusher, Consecrated Thunderbolt (New Jersey: Joseph Wagner
Publishers, 1973).
3
Brusher, Thunderbolt, pp. 71-73. The paper's readership dropped to
six thousand, but it continued until the 1940s.
4
The Leader, 17 March 1906, p. 1; 13 June 1906, p. 5; 20 June 1908, p.
5; 4 July 1908, pp. 1, 8.
5
Giovanni Costigan, A History ofModem Ireland (New York: Pegasus,
1969), pp. 276-286; and Robert Kee, The Green Flag (London:
Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1972), pp. 478-483, 497-512; Thomas E.
Hachey, Britain and Irish Separatism 1867-1922 (Chicago: Rand
McNally Publishing Co., 1977), pp. 60-95.
6
Ibid.
7
Costigan,Modernireland, p. 292; andKee, The Green Flag, pp. 51011; Hachey,BritainandirishSeparatism, p. 93. Also the Cu~aghMutiny
exacerbated the situation.
8
The Leader, 1 August 1914, pp. 1, 4; 8 August 1914, p. 1.
9 Ibid., 1 August 1914, p. 1; 8 August 1914, p. 1.
10
Ibid., 10 October 1914, p. 1; 12 Dec. 1914, p. 1; 13 Feb. 1915, p. 1; 3
April 1915, p. 1; 7 August 1915, p. 1; 27 Nov. 1915, p. 1.
11
Costigan, Modern Ireland, pp. 333-335; Alan J. Ward, The Easter
Rising (lllinois: AMH Publishing Corp., 1980).
12
The Leader, 29 Apri11916, pp. 1-2, 4; 6 May 1916, pp. 1, 4; 13 May
1916, p. 4, editorial entitled "A Nation Once Again."
13
San Francisco Monitor (Microfilm: SJSU), 27 May 1916, p. 7.
14
John Devoy, Recollections of An Irish Rebel (New York: Charles D.
Young Co., 1929), p. 449; Monitor, 6 May 1916, p. 1; The Leader, 6 May
1916, pp. 2, 6 and 13 May 1916, p. 1.
15
The Leader, 13 May 1916, p. 1.
16
Ibid.
17
Ibid., 10 June 1916, pp. 1, 5; 15 July 1916, p. 1; 22 July 1916, p. 1;
Monitor, 15 July 1916, p. 4 and 29 July 1916, p. 7.
18
The Leader, 22 July 1916, p. 1.
119 Ibid., 17 March 1917. Also see Ward, The Easter Rising, for an
excellent discussion on the rise of a revolutionary nationalism in 1916 as
an aberration in terms of a long tradition of constitutional nationalism in
Irish history.
20
Ibid., 17 March 1917, p. 4 and 26 May 1917, p. 4.
21
C.F. Horan to John Byrne, 8 October 1918, Byrne Collection, Box A:
Doc. No. AS; The Leader, 29 Sept. 1917, p. 1 and 28 Dec. 1918, p. 4;
Peter Yorke, America and Ireland (San Francisco: Friends of Irish
Freedom, 1918), pp. 32-33.

32

22

Mrs. Skeffmgton first stopped in Los Angeles; Broadsheet, Byrne
Collection, Box A: Doc. No.5; The Leader, 3 April1918, p. 1; also see
Francis Carroll, American Opinion and the Irish Question (New York: St.
Martin's Press, 1978), pp. 103, 113.
23 Carroll, American Opinion and the Irish Question, p. 112. He stated
that even on the national level "the Irish-American reaction to the
Conscription Crisis was mixed and complex."
24
C. W. Taylor, Jr., Eminent Californians (Palo Alto, CA, 1953), p. 13;
Walsh, Ethnic Militancy, pp. 114-132.
25 Yorke,America andireland, pp.1,51-58; The Leader, 13 April1918,
p.l.
26

Yorke, America and Ireland, pp. 58-59.
Ibid., pp. 59-61.
28
Ibid., pp. 1-50.
29 C. F. Horan to John Byrne, 15 November 1918, Byrne Collection,
Box A: Doc. No. AA17.
30
Ibid.
27

33

William James
and the
Concord School
of Philosophy

Frederick J. Down Scott

F

ROM July 15 to August 16, 1879, the Concord School ...of
Philosophy held its first summer session in the home of its cofounder A. Bronson Alcott, who served as Dean of the School. Samuel
Hopkins Emery, Jr., acted as Director while Franklin Benjamin Sanborn
was the Secretary-Treasurer. Alcott lectured on Christian Theism,
Hiram K Jones (another of the co-founders) on Plato, William Torrey
Harris on Hegel, and David Atwood Wasson on Political Philosophy.1
Alcott and Wasson (like Ralph Waldo Emerson) were survivors of the
Transcendentalist movement in New England. Some special lecturers
were Sanborn, Thomas Davidson and George H. Howison.
William James started his teaching career at Harvard in 1872 as an
instructor in anatomy and physiology, but by 1876 he was also giving
courses on various philosophers and psychologists. James's interests
along the latter lines found further outlet when he became a member of
a club in Cambridge which discussed philosophic topics. Davidson and
Howison were also members of this group which had begun in 1876.
Tellingly, the Club disbanded about the time the Concord School
began. 2 Moreover, James published two articles in 1878 and another one
in early 1879 in the Journal of Speculative Philosophy. Harris was the
founder and editor of this St. Louis journal.
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Given this network of friendships, scholarly interests, and publication,
it is not surprising that James was invited to lecture at the second session
of the Concord School, scheduled for the summer of 1880. A previously
unpublished letter of his tells us why he declined:
(4 Arrow St.]
Cambridge
Sept. 22nd [1879)
My dear Mr. Sanborn,
I was the more sorry to miss your visit as on leaving the
house I had caught a glimpse of you at the foot of Arrow St.,
but never dreamed you were looking for me.
I think on consideration that I shall have to ask you to put a
dele opposite my name in the list. I hope this won't seem
disobliging. I have the heartiest good will towards the
enterprise, and would do a great deal to help awaken anything
solid in the way of interest for philosophy; but I really think I
serve the purposes of Harris, Alcott and Co. better by keeping
silent than by talking along side of them. And as, moreover,
the infirmity of my eyes seriously cripples my power of doing
work, and I have already contracted to do a heavy bit thereof
beyond my college duties, the case seems one where self
interest and principle combine in leading me to refuse your
flattering invitation. The principle, I mean, is that a
philosophy is a general personal way of taking the world, and
requires a great deal of talking on a great many different
occasions to communicate it to others. Your course has
enough men of the same general mental attitude to act
vicariously for each other in this respect, but I should think it
would be more distracting than helpful to the students to
have too many fragmantary contributions from heterogeneous sources. One can't seriously tie himself into more
than one theory at a time, and if the disciples from other
states get in five weeks a massive and unbroken effect from
the transcendentalists, I should think it would be by far the
best possible fruit of their time.
My objection, you see, is purely and simply to scrappiness.
It seemed to me to do justice to no one concerned. It would be
removed were I to be asked to teach continuously during the
whole five weeks-of course the I only stands for the
illustration. Heaven knows I have nothing to say that is worth
listening to for more than five minutes, and couldn't say it if I
had.
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I fully expected to go as a hearer last summer, especially to
hear you, Harris and Wasson, but a sick baby and a sudden
start for the country upset my plans.
With many thanks for the invitation and best wishes for the
School I am truly yours
Wm James 3
The "heavy bit" of work to which James referred was a textbook in
psychology which he had contracted in 1878 to write for Henry Holt and
Company. The mention of a "sick baby" helped to identify the date of the
above letter. In another letter of September 3, 1879, to G. Stanley Hall
from Prout's Neck, Maine, James wrote in part:
I have long been silent towards you, on account mostly of
my eyes, but partly of viuious domestic cares which drove
correspondence out of my head: the birth of a boy [Henry],
fussing about nurses, starting house keeping, looking up
country quarters and then looking up others because they
seemed to disagree with the baby, and fmally taking them all
home to Cambridge and coming off here alone. 4
James could not have attended the second session of the School
because he spent the summer in Europe. However, when the fall semester
began at Harvard, he was in a much stronger professional position to
show his dislike for the growing influence of the thought of Hegel, which
was not limited to the Concord School. He had been made an assistant
professor of philosophy. He attended a seminar on "Hegel's Logic and
History of Philosophy" offered by his department colleague, George
Herbert Palmer. On December 25 James wrote to his California friend
and later (1882) colleague, Josiah Royce:
Hegelism in the person of Professor Palmer and one Emery,
Secretary of the Concord School, a retired merchant of fortyfive who has entered our law school, is making a very able and
active propaganda here; and part of my fun this winter is
trying to scotch it. 5

In fact, Emecy was the Director, not the Secretary of the Concord School.
He was thirty-nine, not forty-five. James's attitudes were further clarified
in a paper he read for Palmer's seminar which later appeared as "On
Some Hegelisms" in the journal Mind in 1882.
Howison was also an advocate of Hegel's philosophy. He was in
Europe when James wrote to him on September 30, 1881, alluding to
"On Some Hegelisms": "I think with the Concord School of Philosophy
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and all the rest of you expanding away here and in Great Britain, a little
public opposition will be no unhealthy thing." 6
Evidently Sanborn was not discouraged by James's previous excuses
for not lecturing at the Concord Summer School and again invited him to
participate. Writing to Davidson on May 2, 1883, James said in part:
I have half engaged to give some lectures at the Concord
School,-Jonah among the prophets. I send you a bill of fare
which may interest you. My own subject must be something in
the way of an analysis of consciousness into its factors, object,
ego, and stream of feelings, but my own thoughts are all
muddled and clotted. And if I can't work them into lecturable
shape, it is agreed that I shall back out. 7
But James did not back out, though in July he lectured on a different
topic than he had suggested. Writing to the French philosopher,
Charles Renouvier, on August 5, 1883, James reported:
The most rapid piece of literary work I ever did was
completed ten days ago, and sent to Mind, where it will
doubtless soon appear. I had promised to give three lectures
at a rather absurd little "Summer School of Philosophy,"
which has flourished for four or five years past in the little
town of Concord near Boston, and which has an audience of
from twenty to fifty persons, including the lecturers
themselves; and, fmding at the last moment that I could do
nothing with my much meditated subject of the Object and
the Ego, I turned round and lectured "On Some Omissions of
Introspective Psychology," and wrote the substance of the
lectures out immediately after giving them-the whole
occupying six days ....8
It is surprising and puzzling that James should have characterized the
school as "absurd." Surely the presence of a large number of women in
the audience would not have justified that designation. Nor does the fact
that often the topics were of a literary character and non-philosophic.
Surely very capable people lectured there: presidents of universities
such as James McCosh of Princeton, Noah Porter of Yale, and John
Bascom of Wisconsin; professors of philosophy such as George S. Morris
of Michigan, John Watson of Queen's University (Ontario), C. E.
Garman of Amherst; people connected with Harvard itself such as
Frederic Henry Hedge, James Eliot Cabot and Andrew Peabody.
Further, a little more than a week after sending the letter to Renouvier,
James wrote to President James B. Angell of the University of Michigan
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in praise of a lecture by Howison at the very session at which he had
lectured:
Keene Valley, Essex Co., N.Y.
Aug 14. 83
President Angell,
Dear Sir,
President Porter, calling here a couple of days since, told
me that you were in search of a Professor of Philosophy. At
the risk of seeming to intrude into matters which do not
concern me, I venture to ask whether you have considered the
claims of Professor G. H. Howison late of the Technological
School in Boston, whose professorship was abolished a
couple of years ago, in company with some others, for
purposes of retrenchment. Since that time he has been in
Germany for I think two years, and is now out of employment.
I feel the more impelled to urge Mr. H's claims now, as I am
conscious of not having done him full justice in the past. I
remember a conversation I had with President Eliot, shortly
after he had delivered a course of lectures in our Divinity
School, in which E. said the students had found him obscure,
and I corroborated the opinion. It occurs to me as barely
possible that you may have thought of him as a candidate and
been discouraged by President Eliot's opinion. I think it
would be quite unfair to Prof. Howison's present
qualifications to judge him by any report of defects then
found in him. I have been astonished myself at the great
change which his two years of German study have wrought
both in his own opinions and in his manner of meeting other
men's. In fact I know of no one now whose powers of
statement seem to me so remarkable. At the Concord School
of Philosophy last month I heard the first of his course of
lectures, one on the rank of Hume as a thinker; and I do not
hesitate to say that for impressiveness and form it was the
best philosophical discourse I ever heard in my life, either in
this country or in Europe. How good a writer Professor H. is,
may be judged by an article in the number before last of the
Journal of Speculative Philosophy. He is an original
mathematician, you doubtless know his Analytical Geometry.
And his personal character is one of the simplest & most
elevated with which I am acquainted.
Of course you will not think of replying to this. It is extorted
from me by a sense of duty. I only wish now we had a vacancy
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in Harvard College into which Howison might fit. I am with

great respect,
yours truly
Wm James (asst. professor of Philosophy, Harvard College) 9
Perhaps, then, one should interpret the epithet "absurd" as an
exaggeration. Confirmation of this is the fact that the very next summer
James wrote to Harris on July 27: "Will you kindly send me a programme
of the 'School'? I am back in town for a few days and may be able to run
down. I am told Davidson is there." 10
The last reference to the Concord School by James occurs in a letter to
the Editor of Mind, G. Croom Robertson, written on August 13, 1886:
Davidson I saw the other day in Cambridge. He was fresh
from the Concord School, where they had been belaboring
Goethe as their piece de resistance and topping off with
pantheism as dessert. He had read aloud a paper of
Montgomery against pantheism, as well as one of his own on
Goethe's Titanism. Montgomery's is shortly to appear in a
journal here. I am rather curious to read it. 11
James confused the 1885 session of the School-when Edmund
Montgomery was present and read a paper "Is Pantheism the Legitimate
Outcome of Modern Science?" and Davidson read his own paper on
Goethe-with the 1886 session when Montgomery was absent but his
paper was read by Davidson. The topics of this session were Plato and
Dante. Robertson knew Montgomery because the latter had written an
article for the July, 1886, issue of Mind. Montgomery was a Scotchman
who studied for a long time in Germany and, after acquiring a fortune,
settled upon an estate in Texas, where he devoted himself to philosophy.
The last regular session of the Concord School of Philosophy occurred
in the summer of 1887. James's references to this School were almost
continuous with its brief history. A tentative interpretation of this
association runs as follows. James's characterization of the School as
"absurd" seems too strong. Probably his irritation with the growing
influence of the followers of the thought of Hegel both in and out of the
School forced this word to slip from his pen. This is perhaps a case where
"actions speak louder than words," for his initial good will towards a
project to promote philosophy, his keen interest in the papers read by
some of his friends, acquaintances, and associates, and his own
participation as lecturer and his desire to be a guest listener all reflect
honorific rather than derogatory attitudes.
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POETRY

Mordecai Marcus
A SPECTRUM OF OUR MYTHS
1. Stops. Remembers. Traces genuflection inside.
Glances faint prayer skyward against crosswalk.
Watches dog tread God-watched, innocently Godless;
a gutter-pool spurt from a tire's grind;
water runnel dust, not pointless but point unknown.
Takes day's accumulation into heavied chest.
Remembers the cross's weight making his less.
Tries to bless his grasping aiTivals.
Takes God's flesh real or ghostly.

2. Bread breaks for himself. Tips wine from sunlight
after centuries narrowed it into a hoarded cup.
Nods children's ascent to where words were fire
when desert bloomed. Wheatfields dim in the mind,
bread is yet God's earth-gathering, Who gives, takes,
knows His own ways senseful only to Him.
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3. Worships the One who makes everything
happen as it does and sent forth his Prophet
to broaden the reach of holiness. Demands justice cruel-kind.
Gave swaths of earth to His hun~ people.
Demands their return as pledge of brotherhood.
Brotherhood is chief reaching across that God allows
until His far demand for each to look after all.
4. Insects sweep from path clean as light or dark
will allow, yet never enough. Wider grasp of the precious
than cows that starve meadows to moonscapes
for those who balance twins of creation-destruction.
Even for weaker brothers-sisters pivot is beauty.
Life honors in paint-splash, also in veneration
of heavy oldness like a stone's claim.
5. Walks alone. Remembers rituals are numbers,
powers, combinations, but unlike others-uncounted
towards changing goals. Hopes nothing from magic
against terror's decimations. Knows science poetry one.
Hears a high flying of power descending,
a low humming of grass rising. Fancied godblood
is lime on tongue-tongue freed to be tied.
In the fields, in the streets, in the temples,
the nameless Unknown is made falsely single
by names, names, names. While everything
except weight and counterweight and balance
blows away forever.
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THE PLEASURE OF KISSING
Great scientist, recorder, thinker,
Freud diminished his touch of poetry
by tagging the sense of lovers' kisses
as the pleasure of mucous membranes meeting.
Was he deflating that gesture
or turning a dim self-irony outwards?
Lying, once, in tall grass with a girl,
at last I managed to kiss her neckmuch less than what I wanted but feared.
Her neck was hot sandpaper.
I ran off through the grass.
Later, someone said she was a whore,
meaning she tempted boys and laughed.
I doubt it.
I wish I had tried to slip
through the shielding membrane of her lips
into a pool beyond-where one splashes
and laughs back at the shore: "I'm in, I'm in."
What I wanted and feared is sin
and sin is everything good.
The moon
glares like a lamp over a microscope
that focusses on deeply clinging membranes.
I hope these specimens
remain unstained by irony and sadness.
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Nils Peterson
LETTER TO KATY
Dear Katy,
I was thinking of you yesterday.
I had showered and washed my hair
which I do every other day in winter
because I wear a hat and get dandruff.
I applied a touch of Groom & Clean on top
and a dab of Preparation H on bottom
and thought how much you would have liked my father.
I think a small part of my father's smell
was Preparation H -a strange thing
to find out and yet it makes me feel
closer to him. I've read somewhere
that tall men are prone to the affliction
my father and I occasionally share.
Humans are like columns of water in a tube-the taller the tube, the greater the pressure at the bottom
and he was tall, though not as tall as I am,
and big, as I am not.
An old Swede friend of his once told me
that my father fresh from the old country
put his back under 3 one hundred pounds sacks of flour
and carried them up two flights of steps on a bet.
AI Santini, Dad's assistant foreman
when he worked the night shift at Mack Motors,
said that one night two of his men got into a fight
and Dad picked them up--clean off the grease floor
by the scruffs of their necks and pulled them apart.
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I have always pictured a percussion man
separating his cymbals.
AI was full of truth and booze and love for my father
when he told me this. Many of the men who worked for him
loved him. He was 59 when he died.
At his funeral, a young man Dad had plucked
out of a flunky job to run a trailer assembly line
stuck his hand out at me--tears in his eyes-and said--"Congratulations."
He had only been to weddings before.
You've got to use whatever language you've got.
Though 59 is not tomorrow for me,
it is no longer "Somewhere Over the Rainbow" either.
I was thinking about him too
a couple of weeks ago when I was off looking
at a used car. I need one and saw this ad
for a 1975 Cadillac ElDorado
"fully loaded" for under $3000.00.
I went off thinking--what the hell.
It was large, burnt orange, and wonderfully vulgar.
It had only 40,000 miles on it
and was "cherry" as they say in these ads
which damn few things are in this world anymore
including me. I loved it.
In truth, Dad was there with me-his huge hand giving the back of my neck
an affectionate squeeze as it used to-advising me to buy.
Whenever he triumphed, he'd buy a car.
Whenever he failed, he'd buy a car.
In either case, Mother, more in touch with payments
than with the promises of the world
would wail the house down.
He must have told me a 1000 times
as soon as I married
he'd buy a yellow convertible Cadillac,
that's how he'd say it, a yellow convertible Cadillac,
and take my mother touring the country.
Well he was dead before I got married
so that never happened,
but he did come as close
as a 1957 Buick Century Convertible
yellow and white with a thin red stripe
along the flow of fender.
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It was a beautiful car
and it came to me.
Once, when I was about to drive down to Washington
to court Judith, who never met him either,
I took it through a car wash to try and rinse away
a winter's worth of sand & salt & tar.
When they turned on the dryer
the top blew away. I stood there
stunned as strip after strip of white canvas roof
tore and flew in the faces
of the stolid Ford and Chevy sedans
moving up the line
trying to ignore one of their own dreams falling apart.
Anyway, I asked the Cadillac salesman outright,
looking him square in the eye-"Heading straight down the freeway
on a sunny clay with the wind at my back
going a rock-hard fifty five,
how many miles per gallon would it get?"
Without a blink, he said 15.
That's all he could lie it up to.
Even the ghost of my father was awed
at the number of bucks it would take
to drive it from the carport to the street.
At the poetry class the other night
Alan reminded me I owed him a poem
about an ordinary action and then went on
to assign us all a poem
that would run the risk of being sentimental.
We're not supposed to pull out of the feeling
by being either comic or ironic.
Later he said, "An image has to fail
to succeed." He was talking about satire
and the satiric thrust-- but I wonder if any image
that's any good must fail
like my father's Buick convertible in the car wash,
that success is like victory
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in the Rilke poem we both love-"When we win it's with small things
And the triumph itself makes us small." *
Ah, Katy, the only teachers are pain and joy
and of the two, pain is the one most continually anxious
to have us learn. But what a lovely
thing to have joy come by and lecture
now and then as it has come to us
in this deep unfolding.
A woman sitting by the door
because she had to leave at 10:00 asked a strange question,
"How do you interpret a poem about someone
you don't know who's not from South America?"
I've been pondering on that all this last week
and I'll be damned if I know.
Anyway, there's a lot of ordinary action here
and many feelings running the risk of being sentimental,
so I'm going to type this letter up
and give Alan a copy on Monday hoping
I have managed to be neither comic nor ironic.
I look forward to hearing from you soon.
With much love and many thanks,
Your good friend,
Nils

*Rainer Marie Rilke, "Man Watching," trans. Robert Bly, in
Selected Poems of Rainer Marie Rilke (New York: Harper Row, 1981).
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Charles Edward Eaton
MR. MEEK
Since he had no friends, he cut out paper dolls,
These little nudes linked each to each far into a dream:
The simmering harem, the blue water, the ravishing atolls.
A palm-thatched hut perhaps, stilllifes lying on a table,
Mr. Meek,
No one to pull your belt or snap your garters in surpriseNothing on the plate or platter rots, the lemons do not leak.
The cutout dolls, released, unfolded, one by one:
H you do not want to go so far afield into the Gauguin world,

Stay home and play upon the flesh this small accordion.
But a little music has a way of seeking a lagoonThis is the problem, Mr. Meek, of dolce far niente:
These ladies lying on the beach demand a large and luscious tune.
Ah, Mr. Meek, Mr. Meek, modest master of our latter days,
Flaccid, skinned, lying on your bed, pale as a poached banana,
You hazard from the sun lamp a privacy of tropic rays.
Get up. Get dressed. Paste a nude upon your plain cravat,
Eat a still life, be a crocodile to passion fruit!Les demoiselles de decoupage are cannibals, and you their patsy,
standing pat.
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THE MYTH IN THE MODULE
It may not rouse the world, subject to stronger shocks,
To see a large, red-faced man without obvious purpose
Standing in a magnificent garden, fingering white phlox.
But I am rather drawn to what this duo, misallied, can mean.
I am enamoured of the far-fetched and the absurd,
And keep my images on a pad, ready for the launching scene.
I study that furrowed, pocked face, saturnine-from what red wars?
He holds a scepter in his hand as if appealing to the faith
That I can send him as the only king we have, roaring off to Mars.
I can do much for him, but, sirrah, sirrah, I cannot do thatAt this point, he flatly cools to terra cotta taciturn,
And all the candid, clustered diamonds in the phlox are matte.
I have seen this happen rather often in the garden:
Some potentially propulsive, even violent, pair, turned
to a far-off realm,
Will not quite get off the launching pad, but fizzle, simmer,
harden.
I am left with a rigid flower, incomparable cabal, the cancelled
man of clay.
Everything is loaded, irremissible-" All systems Go!"And I, or the man who would be king, abort for another day.
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Jeffery Lewis
LIFE AT THE BACHS'
flrst thing you notice
is that there are babies everywhere
Johann Christian in diapers is crawling behind an easychair
chirping a precocious fugue
Johann Christoph toddles through tooting on a toddler sized
clarinet
there are kids marching through beating on drums, fifing on fifes
there is a chorus of them dressed up as angels
practising cantatas for tots
there are teen-agers busy inventing instruments, then playing them
no one has ever seen the like of then or since
not only are there kids on the ground, in the chairs, on the stairs
there are also their doubles in the air
only you and I can see them though
flocks of putti flit from one drapery to another
there are rainbow nests of them in the shaded corners of the room
there are larger, eagle-sized cherubim sitting on the beams
preening in the brilliant sun coming in at the windows
there is angel poop on everything
no attempt has been made to protect things
no polyester covers for the furniture
no drop cloths for the silver or fine oak cabinets
everywhere the precious seats are littered
looking suspiciously like scribbled-upon sheet music
little compositions tantalizingly begun
but left temptingly unfinished like puzzles
all over the house the children pick them up and hum them codas
or jig them through
or waltz them in
or play them-like pin the ending on the sonatina
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children! children!
with cheeks like rondels
with mouths like rounds
their squeeks, their chirps, their laughter
a multipart fugue even the Master himself could not decode
into discreet voices
Mrs. Bach
her face flushed rosy with constant glad tidings
her eyes bright with megawatt Annunciation light
walks through like the tenderest maestro
her hooped skirts flouncy magnificats of her mood
her presence a serene melody in the cacophony
like a superb conductor
she stops and listens briefly to each child
each child the star soloist of the orchestra
first chair player of her heart
she asks for just a little more cat' s foot pizzicato here
a touch more ru bato there
a little more maestoso from the older kids to set an example
she wipes the chin of one warbling cherub
then briefly joins
in a circle dance formed by the five middle children
her mouth is an exploded rose of laughter
she looks madly abandoned and completely composed
she lifts one tiny baby toward the ceiling
an invisible wet nurse cloud forms
and suckles it for an instant
with concerti dreams
for toy piano and stuffed jaguar
just then the old man walks in
he plops himself down in a chair
his white wig askew
one of the kids puts a coin in the player harpsichord
in the corner
it plays a Bach lullaby
one of Heaven and Hell's Greatest Hits
an uncanny proportion of which are Bach's
this one hasn't been released yet
the kids think it will be a smash in the parish
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as soon as the master has an empty lap to offer
there are fifteen kids clambering to sit in it
Bach indulges them all in tum
pays each a precious grace note of complete attention
while he rests in his chair
recovering from a hard day of pedal point at the loft
plus trying to convince the dumkopf church fathers
they could use a little more ooomph!
in the choir
enough to get a Passion in the air
the little sky children
flutter down and hover about him
they place musical seeds in his ears
they will send out shoots in his dreams
Bach hums a new motif in his gruff tenor voice
a girl child asleep at his breast
I have never seen such "domestic bliss"
I did not know suoh happiness existed
on this our "fallen" planet
but then
what else could produce such music?
it is as though the Bachs were trying
single handedly
to sire and dam an entirely new human species
an evolutionary jump of octave proportions
a variety of musically attuned humans
to move among us
and "tune" us
adjust our vibrations with music
evolve us through song and dance
through the "music of the spheres"
the happiness here
is the strongest drink I have ever had
for a moment I have to turn away and look out the window
to blink back the tears
there, outside
in the ~unlight yard
beneath an enormous, ancient oak tree
complete with. clerestory of branches of epic verdancy
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is the most beautiful animal I have ever seen
it is a huge black bull
lying a mighty fortress in the grass
the power rippling beneath the skin is awesome
and awake
ready to be played
there is an easy alertness about him
like Bach's fingers poised above the keyboard of the organ
ready to charge a full tilt toccata and fugue down the nave
it is power at rest
at idle
it is the power of supremely confident gentleness
the great bull lies at peace beneath the tree
some cosmic Ferdinand
a butterfly could lead
one of the children is yanking on his tail
the great beast nods its head indulgently
its horns glow golden in the sunlight
as it sniffs the perfumed air
its eyes close in ecstasy
as if it were smelling the child's breath
of a knowing universe
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FICTION
Ticket to the Creek

Judith Windt

P

EBBLE nudged and tapped the piles of paper on her desk to make
them look neat. Too many piles. The printouts kept coming,
demanding to be regularized and formatted. Though she worked
doggedly, nothing ever fit just right, and still the categories swelled and
multiplied like a hutch of mixed-sex rabbits.
She selected several sheets and started entering text on the word
processor. It made little chipmunking noises at her. Just as it did to
everyone else in the office, the machine seduced her into working until
she forgot the time. It loved her back, flipped its tail and fixed her with its
glittering, approving eye. The whole room was filled with muted clicking;
people being pulled on by the momentum of neat endings and answers, of
finishings and buryings and tuckings into niches. One of the programmers stretched, thrusting his arms up and back. He went to the
water cooler, brought a chaste paper cup of water back to his desk,
resumed programming.
Suddenly there was a flurry in the office. In burst Liz looking like a
paintbox, bouncing her prow. She was plump, not fat, but something
about the aggressive bra that extended her overlarge breasts into a
preceding shelf made her look as if she was about to pop out of her gold
boucle jersey. She wore vivid makeup-blues, greens, sharply-chiseled
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lines at the eyes and lips-and a huge sluttish mop of black, poodlecurled hair. She was only twenty-two, but looked as if she had been
twenty-two fifteen years ago, one of the lower-class San Jose girls who
had lived twenty miles south of where Pebble grew up. While Pebble
slogged away inside the office, Liz got to be front woman, an asset to the
company from the sternum forward.
Liz was angry. A customer had insisted that there had been a
programming error and had bawled her out.
"What am I supposed to do?" she drawled, "It's his own fuckin' fault.
He forgot to update the data base, but it's me that's gotta sit there and
hold his helpless little hand and pretend it's all our fault." Though Liz
had been working there only two months, a week less than Pebble, she
already used the proprietary first person plural: a real company girl. She
added, "I'm ready ta spit!"
Pebble composed a sentence.
"It must be really irritating." She tried to blend some sympathy into
her voice. Pebble was always making sympathetic murmuring comments
to Liz that made her throat ache, and Liz accepted them as her due. This
time, though, she gave Pebble a long stare and finally said, "Yeah."
Quickly thinking back, Pebble felt that her voice had, in fact, been
breathy, the remark awkward, the timing sluggish.
Liz flounced over to her desk and sat down, stretching her plump legs.
Her toes peeked out of very high-heeled patent slides. Another flurrytheir boss Don bustled in and demanded, "How's it going?" He was a
cheery, tense, unappetizing little man. Don and Liz were a pair, both
overweight and floridly sexual. At the office party, the two had
exchanged gifts-a nutcracker in the shape of a pair of legs, and a
bookmark frog with a large penis and attached squeeze-bulb. When
squeezed, the bulb blew the frog's penis erect, opening the book. Pebble
had glimpsed the presents through the guffawing crowd around them but
had pretended not to see. At that same party, Liz had worn a black satin
dress cut below the cleavage and had stood drunkenly between Don and
his smiling, terrified wife, Marilyn. Marilyn had desperate blond hair
cascading over one eye to her shoulder. Liz had kissed Don, then
Marilyn, then Don again.
"How's it going, Liz?" he asked once more. "Alcorn givin' you a hard
time?"
"Yeah," she said. "It's the database overload problem again. It's
driving me up a wall."
"Up a wall, huh? Why don't you come into my office? It shouldn't take
me more than an hour to take care of your overload."
"In-to the spi-der's lair," purred Liz, loud enough for everyone to hear,
and stalked out with him.
Pebble thought of circus elephants in their stalls doing it at night and
snorted out loud. She blushed at the unintentional noise, but a glance
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around t he room reassured her that nobody had heard. Seeing with relief
that it was time for her to go, s he logged off, wrote herself a list of as many
tasks as she could think of for Monday morning, and went out to her car.
Immediately she turned on the radio and heard the slow second
movement of a Mozart flute concerto come up. Probably R am pal-cool
and perfect, the s ilvery feeling licking over the surface of her s kin like
little waves.
She swung onto the freeway. Driving along t he main ar tery of Silicon
Gulch, s he felt pl easure in all the machines around her. A nudge of the
wheel flicke d her into the center lane. Cars and trucks moved
symphonically around her. People pressed a button, angled a wrist, and
the machine obeyed, clicking, roaring or purring approvin gly. All that
power at her disposal.
The hills showed as faint tan smudges behind t he dirty a ir and the sun
was beginning to beat in on the side of her face. S he drew her finger over
the sweating creases of her neck and rolled off a greasy mouse-turd of
dirt. It was time to start thinking about the rainy season. Rain would
crack open the tight yellow lid of smog, soften the months-long pressure
over the eyes, replenis h the leaves sucking their bellies in. She loved the
years when it rained for weeks at r time so that all the rain the gutters
sucked in they s pewed out again and the streets ran rivers. The creek
beds, after nearly six months of being as dry as overused hiking trails, ran
dramatically wit h muddy water. In big rain years the water rose so high
up the sides of the creeks that brush clogged the bridges. She
remembered the bulldozers pushing the mammoth piles of brush
towards the bay after the '63 flood. T he water had actually reached the
100-year flood line.
A trucker pulled up alongside her; the wake s treaming off the side of
his truck nudged her sideways. She was sure he was staring down into her
lap, so s he pulled over to the right lane, trying to ignore him. Besides, she
was coming up to the spot and wanted to get the full slow coming on of it.
Every day hundreds of truckers and mothers and businessmen
thundered over t he culvert bridge, taking the slight drop , comple tely
unaware. The road engineers with t heir tractors had not been able or
willing to level out the hump when they had built the freeway. Only she
felt it- the rise, like an up breath, and the drop. If she looked hard as s he
drove past, glancing quickly to the right past the abutment, s he could just
see t he dry creekbed where dusty plants strained roots to reach the
dropping water table. She wondered if the plant life were giving way to
salt-loving pickleweed, or if the filaree and goosefoot had ambled down
the creek, taking the easy route for summer. Just ahead she saw it- the
tangle of poison oak rolling up over the top and spilling down, billowing
like a wave even in the summer dryness. There it was, the swell, the
warming ....
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In another ten minutes she was at the daycare center, ferreting out
shoes, extracting the lunchbox, gathering up artwork; and then home,
leaning into the back of the car to unstrap her daughter Maggie from her
seat. While she was trying to gather the lunchbox, sandals and tempera
paintings into one hand, the child kept trying to push past her out the car
door. At last Pebble yelled at her and in a moment Maggie was
screaming. Pebble finally managed to get out and stand by the car door
with objects hanging from her fingers and arms, waiting for Maggie.
Eager to get out a moment ago, the child now swung absent-mindedly
from the door-jamb of the car. Speaking through her teeth, Pebble said,
"Sweetie, I can't lock the car door until you get down." She gave up
waiting and reached blindly into the ntailbox, tucking the letters and
slippery magazines under her chin.
"I'll get the car door later," she thought, and with the key projecting
from between two fingers unlocked the front door. Inside, she dropped
the lunchbox from the end of her crooked finger onto the rocker, and
staggering to the bed dropped everything else on top of it. Undressing,
she laid blouse, skirt and pantyhose as neatly as possible on the bed, to
be put away when she had a moment. Right now the child was calling
from the bathroom; she couldn't get her jeans zipped up.
Pebble reached the bathroom just as Maggie started to scream in
outrage, "I've been calling you and calling you! You should have come!"
"I can't do everything at the same time!" Pebble held in her fury with
tensed shoulders. Going back to the bedroom, she pulled on some shorts
and a t-shirt and went from room to room trying to gather up the
morning's debris-newspapers, p.j.'s, a piece of toast on the couch,
· unbitten but licked clean of jam. All the while Maggie whined for a snack.
Pebble finally fiXed her a glass of milk and some peanut-butter crackers.
There were a few tense moments of silence. Then Maggie started to blow
bubbles in her milk.
"Don't do that," Pebble said sharply. "It's impolite."
"I want to," whined Maggie. She· licked the peanut butter off the
crackers.
"Eat the cracker part, too, Maggie."
"I hate these crackers. You know that. Read me a book."
Pebble thought, "Quality time. Here it comes. I'll do it right today."
And to Maggie she said, "Yes, sweetie, as soon as you finish your snack,
I'll read you two books."
The phone rang. During the entire call, Maggie shouted, hung on
Pebble's leg and covered her mother's mouth with her hand. Pebble
reprimanded her in furious whispers. When the conversation was over,
Maggie refused to listen to a book and started begging to watch TV
instead.
"First you beg me for a book, then you bother me while I talk to Laura,
then you don't even want a book anymore. Why? Look, we can sit
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together in this chair. I'll read your favorite. How about this long one?"
But the child exploded in one of her frequent tantrums and Pebble
snapped on the television anyway. Maggie sat silent and immobile, the
tear tracks drying on her face as Mister Rogers said goodbye to all the
children of America.
"I like your thoughts, I like your hair, I like your skin, I like your
feelings," he sang, gazing directly into her eyes. "I like you just the way
you are." Stretching out her arms as if to hug him, the child ran up to the
television and kissed Mister Rogers' face. Pebble wondered how many
mothers had thought of shooting Mister Rogers. As she went out to the
garden to cut chard, she heard the opening strains of Sesame Street
coming on next.
Through the cacaphony of the program, Pebble washed endless leaves
of chard. Each leaf was muddy or harbored a snail; the chard never
stopped growing, and she felt it whining at her to be put into new recipes
every week. Snails floated to the surface of the washing pot, waving their
eyestalks. She tossed them into the garbage, aiming deep and hoping
they would find enough to busy themselves down there until she could
carry the garbage out.
Precisely at5:40, she heard the car door slam. Pebble cringed. She had
forgotten to close it after all. Ben wheeled his bicycle to the back and
came in, not mentioning the car door. He kissed her lips, and,
remembering, put his arms around her. As she mixed things in a bowl, he
methodically put away his backpack, went to the toilet, started setting
the table. The child, glued to the television, ignored him, but he did not
force her acknowledgment. The table set, he walked deliberately around
the house, hanging up jackets, putting away blocks, stacking the plates
and cups from the afternoon snack into the dishwasher. Now he was in
the bedroom putting away her high heels, now getting the child's
lunchbox from the rocker. Pebble had of course forgotten to rinse out the
thermos. She was sure the milk in it was already turning to foul curds. Her
shoulders rose nearly to touch her ears.
It was 10:00 the next night, Saturday, and Ben had just fixed his
evening snack. As usual, Pebble watched fascinated as he leaned on the
kitchen counter and inserted bite after bite of bread into his mouth like a
credit card into a slot. She went back to the living room and became so
absorbed in her book that when Ben passed her and stroked her face,
Pebble jerked her head up. She had forgotten about Saturday night
being their usual night. Ever since the child was born, her body had
glassed over her desire, tucked it safely into a culvert. There was no
space for it; it was too hard to fit in.
Like today. All day everything had been running away from her. There
was the Bermuda grass to pry out from around the young fruit trees, her
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section of the grass to mow, the firethorn to prune. The spiny bold hedge
grew neverendingly, and keeping it down was like painting the Golden
Gate Bridge. Ben did it with his usual calm, but she, chopping twigs into
the trash can, was already thinking about the vegetable bed gaping for
beet seeds and the unprotected lettuce seedlings being devoured by
snails.
And Maggie-every minute she wanted a story, or her bottom wiped,
or an apple peeled, or milk poured. Once she shouted, "Look, Mommy!"
as she did a beautiful dance around the yard, and the beauty of the dance
and of the child made Pebble's eyes smart; but Pebble didn't have space
in her chest to take in all that beauty, and the moment slid away. They
were all pulling, pulling, yet never during the day, though she should have
remembered that he would ask wordlessly that night, never had he
brushed her hand, fixed her eyes, cupped her breast for a teasing
moment; all day she had been angry and everything had been running
away from her.
Saturday night, and she as sexless as a clean stream coming off a
mountain. Keeping her eyes open, she visualized the air at noontime far
away up in the hills. That air was clearer but more palpable. It was
viscous like glycerine; you could see it dissolving and re-forming in the
heat. Duck your head down into the wild oats that reach waist-high.
Inside the light turns golden-yellow; the air is no longer air but the dry
buzz of insects, whirr and click of grasshoppers, itch of grass awns and
pollen, sharp-scented resiny smell of chamise, and the sweat rising to the
skin's surface. The roots of the plants burrow down into the earth-pale
clay color, then brown, then black. Down there, there is water; the soil
gets blacker, the roots put down deep enough to be getting it.
After awhile they made love. When they finished, they lay awake for
awhile, silent, then slept.
All the next day the morning fog lingered and the air stayed heavy and
cool. At nightfall, the rain started. In the silent lamplit house Pebble
listened to the water sluicing along the gutters and splashing out the
bottom of the downspout onto a clump of the chard. From every direction
around the house, she could hear the peeping and croaking of frogs. She
wanted to claim the gurgling filling splashing spilling over of the rain, for
the only way to get enough of it was to get too much. Up in the hills, the
cows were soaked to their hides by now; rain mingled with their grassy
drool. When they rose in the morning, there would be a rectangle of dry
grass where they had lain, and they would walk off in the sun, steaming.
Everywhere rain was running, seeping, soaking in; the ground would
drink until it was saturated and then send the excess through intricate
underground channels, unforking into all the east-west creeks that
intersect the peninsula. It would take a day or two of rain for the creeks to
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start going; the land soaked up whole reservoirs of it first; but already she
could hear the gurgle of excess. An image flashed into her mind of rain
beating out a millenium' s accumulation of floodsoil, uncovering the clean
edge of a pelvic bone.
The child spoke in her sleep, and Pebble wanted to run and hug her.
Her husband crackled his newspaper under the lamplight. The tender
place between his ear and shoulder pulsated and glowed. She could go
and kiss it. But maybe he would be impatient with her. Maybe he'd say
no. She turned her page, sat stiller. Soon the words of her book became
louder than the rain and filled her head.

The rain continued Monday. In the morning, Pebble hurried Maggie
along so that at every stage of the morning ordeal-hairbrushing,
dressing, eating breakfast-there was more than the usual screaming.
Outside the rain called and whispered, but Pebble's shoulders were
already tense and aching. Finally Ben and Maggie were suited up in their
yellow slickers, Maggie sitting behind him in the child seat of the bicycle
and patting him affectionately on the back. With their reflections shining
yellowly in the wet pavement, they rode off through the rain to the
daycare center.
At the office, there was a holiday atmosphere. The first rain of the
season had shorted out the power, so the computer, the typewriters, even
the coffeepot, were dead. Someone had thrown a coat over his head and
brought in a huge box of doughnuts and two dozen cups of coffee, and
Don had broken out some brandy. He kept saying, with manic
excitement, "Let's drink to my upcoming divorce! It's been quite a
weekend, quite a weekend!" Liz cruised around the room, putting her
arms around one person after another and whispering, "You just wait
and see if I don't get promoted before the year is out!" Pebble continued
to sit at her desk, cowering inside her big navy-blue sweater. Her list from
last Friday made no sense at all, and in panic, she kept trying to puzzle it
out over the noise and over the faint beckoning of the rain. Finally she
gave up and awkwardly joined the party. The rain kept falling.
Everything was spoiling the rain.
Finally Don announced that they might as well go home. Reports
indicated that the outage wouldn't be repaired for another three hours.
As Pebble drove north along 101, she could see streaks of rain
connecting sky and earth. Through a blue space between clouds the sun
shone with a clear light, touching everything into color. The clouds
trembled at the edge of iridescence. Spatters of rain blew against the car
windows, big drops that flattened and radiated against the windshield.
She could see the weather stretching out before her the whole length of
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the peninsula; it was too much to take in; her throat locked the way it does
when you try to breathe out a moving car window. Again she remembered
the year of the flood. She had been riding her bicycle, rim deep in brown
water just where the San Francisquito Creek emptied into the bay over
by what was now the golf course. A ten-year-old child, she was enjoying
the way the wheels made chevron-shaped ripples behind her as she
glanced over her shoulder. Suddenly there was no ground beneath her
wheels. She sank, legs hanging vertical beneath her as she drifted down,
too astonished to shut her eyes, gazing peacefully at the layers of water
going from pale yellow to brown to black. Only then did she think of
clawing back to the surface. Days later, when the flood subsided, she
found her bike pressed against the culvert grating. Silt filtered out of the
crevices of the bicycle for days, the same silt that had added a couple of
inches to the creek's shoulders that year.
Suddenly Pebble slowed the car. She- was almost to the spot. She
carefully pulled over to the shoulder, fighting the car to a stop on the soft
gravelly ground. Cars whoomed past, rocking hers on its springs. She got
out the passenger door and started walking. No one seemed to pay her
any attention. The rain, less concentrated at walking pace, hardly wet
her. At the culvert bridge, she peered over and saw that the embankment
was no more than five feet below. It slanted steeply, but not so steeply
that she couldn't negotiate it in her bare feet. Kicking off her shoes, she
swung both legs over and balanced straight-armed on the wall. Below,
the creek was mud-spattered, but not running yet. All that rain had
scarcely wet the bottom. She lowered herself to the embankment and
half-scrambled, half-slid down. Grass long since shot to seed bent at all
angles and mats of algae bleached white were powdering back into the
dust. A lizard skiffed past her foot, looking awkward in the half-damp,
leaving little puffs of dust in its wake as it kicked away at the thin layer of
new mud. Blackberries reached from the bank over towards the center of
the creek. The tips were starting to take root, but the water would tear
them loose again; every year the creekbed was swept clean. Rain was
falling harder now, penetrating to her scalp. Above, the freeway truckers
thundered past the intersect, and she thought of a thundering and a
roaring far up in the hills as the channels of water from all over the
peninsula came together with a crash, sending up a stately still wall of
spray, and then the wall collapsed, rolling over and over itself, sweeping
everything clean before it, the bushes, the saplings, the muttering
pebbles, sweeping clean along the bed and out to sea.
. Suddenly, like a dog, she shook herself. "God damn it. The hell with
it," she said aloud. She climbed back out. From a highway patrol car
parked just behind hers, a tall, big-shouldered cop was getting out. As
the rain spattered down harder, Pebble scooped up both shoes in one
hand and walked straight towards him.
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That evening at dinner, as the three of them ate chard quiche, Pebble
talked excitedly about the cop.
"Were you scared of the policeman when he looked so mad at you?"
asked Maggie.
"Oh, yes, at first, but I shouted back at him and we both stood there out
in the rain shouting and getting soaked. He wanted to know what I was
doing in the creek. I yelled at him, 'If you don't know about the goddam
creek you don't belong in California!' And then it came out that he had
gone blackberrying every summer in that very same creek when he was a
child, and he told me of a place just a half a block from the freeway that
had juicy blackberries even during the drought year. We talked for at
least fifteen minutes, and by then, my hair was just streaming down into
my clothes, and he was soaked, too. And then in the end he thought he'd
better give me a ticket anyway! For loitering and endangering traffic!"
She waved the ticket gleefully. "See? I have a ticket for going down into
the creek. And you know what I have to do with this ticket? Just pay some
money for it! All I have to do is pay some money!"
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ARTICLES
More Clothes
for the Emperor:
'Mental Health'
Robert Hoffman
'Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss.
-Shakespeare, Pericles, I. ii. 78

T

HE beliefs and attitudes of clinical psychology have
become as entrenched in the contemporary mind as were those of
the Catholic Church in the medieval mind. Nowadays, virtually
everyone affirms the category 'mental health/ disorder' and
regards clinical psychologists and psychiatrists as experts in
diagnosing and treating these disorders. Nevertheless, the
category is illegitimate and the characteristic activity of
the so-called experts is mere uncritical and unacknowledged
moralizing.
I
Although the concept of physical health/disease is not problematic,
people do dispute whether there is a parallel concept of mental
health/ disorder. I begin with some significant differences between the
concept of physical disease and that of the kind of so-called mental
disorder for which (allegedly) maladjusted behavior is the criterion.
A physical disease is a malfunction of the body or an organ thereof, in
the context of an undisputed account of healthy functioning. For
instance, no one disputes that healthy kidneys excrete metabolic waste
and regulate acid-base concentration or that renal failure portends
63

death. A mental disorder, however, is maladjusted behavior in the
context of disputed accounts of whether there is correct behavior, and, if
so, what it is. For instance:
Personality traits are enduring patterns of perce1vmg,
relating to, and thinking about the environment and oneself,
and are exhibited in a wide range of important social and
personal contexts. It is only when personality traits are
inflexible and maladaptive and cause either significant
impairment in social or occupational functioning or subjective distress that they constitute Personality Disorders (4:
305].
The malfunction in a physical disease may be delayed; i.e., it need not
be actually occurring when the disease is correctly diagnosed. This
feature of physical disease justifies apparently healthy people getting
periodic check-ups. But for a mental disorder to be present, the relevant
behavior must actually occur contemporaneously with the correct
diagnosis.
Physical disease is analyzed in terms of what the patient can or cannot
do: the analysis points to capabilities, not to performances. A person
afflicted with Parkinson's Disease, for instance, cannot prevent his
tremor or his rigidity. But a mental disorder is analyzed in terms of what a
person does or does not do: the analysis points to performances or
omissions, not to capabilities. A malingerer who feigns a tremor pretends
to have an incapacity and hopes that, by being believed, he will be
excused from doing something that is displeasing to him.
Physical disease is described in factual discourse. To say that
diseased kidneys fail to perform particular functions is to describe them
neutrally with respect to the values of the describer. The functions are
specified independently of his preferences. Descriptions of mental
disorders, however, are normatively loaded, as when (allegedly) any two
of the following characteristics establish "histrionic personality
disorder" [4: 315] if they impair social functioning: being inconsiderate
of other people, being vain and demanding, being perceived by other
people as shallow and lacking genuineness.
Physical disease is not something whose abnormality is merely
statistically or normatively relational: a physical disease is not abnormal
by its infrequency or by its nonconformity to generally accepted values.
The norms related to physical health and disease depend upon certain
undisputed facts about the human body and its organs. But mental
disorder often is regarded as a matter of statistical infrequency or social
disapprobation. Thus:
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The essential feature (of a major depressive episode] is either
a dysphoric mood, usually depression, or loss of interest or
pleasure in all or almost all usual activities and pastimes (4:
210]; the essential feature (of voyeurism] is repetitive looking
at unsuspecting people usually strangers, who are either
naked, in the act or disrobing, or engaging in sexual activity,
as the repeatedly preferred or exclusive method of achieving
sexual excitement (4: 272); and the essential feature [of
kleptomania) is a recurrent failure to resist impulses to steal
objects that are not for immediate use or their monetary
value: the objects taken are either given away, returned
surreptitiously, or kept and hidden (4: 293).
(In the last two examples, apparently the psychiatrist cannot sympathize with either the voyeur's sexual preferences or the thief's
motives, but he does not explain why his lack of imagination warrants
stigmatizing their behaviors as "mental disorders.")
In a physical disease the malfunction is opposed by the afflicted
person, who regards himself as a victim of it. But a mental disorder may
be desired by the person who has it and he may regard himself as an
agent who chooses to behave as he does. Homosexuality, for instance,
sometimes is regarded as a "mental disorder" even though homosexuals
want to be homosexual and bitterly resent being called "sick." Thus, the
psychoanalyst Socarides categorically declares that homosexuality is "a
disorder of psychosexual development" [16: 88). And Gallagher, who is
unsympathetic to that view, nevertheless writes that" ... the AP A made
an appropriate decision in designating homosexuality as a psychopathology only if the person's sexual orientation makes it difficult for him
to adjust to a heterosexual society" [5: 156). It is often difficult for· a
sensible person to adjust to other people's irrational disapproval, much
more to their unwarranted nastiness, but that is no fault of his. And if the
difficulty were to result from a flaw of his own, his shortcoming would not
be his difference from other people-whether in sexual orientation or in
anything else-but his lack of confidence or courage to confront them.
In a physical disease, the pain or incapacity issues from the bodily
failure itself. But in a mental disorder, the pain often results from the
attitudes of people who regard the victim as being disturbed. A straightforward example of this latter phenomenon is the pain, if there is any, of
the voyeur. For he neither fails to become sexually excited nor remains
unsatisfied: but those who object to his behavior disturb him by
regarding him as defective or ill.
These differences between a physical disease and a "mental disorder"
preclude anyone's justifiably taking so-called mental disorders as
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diseases or regarding someone who exhibits the relevant behavior as
"mentally ill."
II

With the foregoing as background consider next what some "mental
health" experts say. First, take Karl Menninger. In The Crime of
Punishment, he writes:
The very wordjustice irritates scientists. No surgeon expects
to be asked if an operation 'for cancer is just or not. No doctor
will be reproached on the grounds that the dose of penicillin
he has prescribed is less or more than justice would stipulate.
Behavioral scientists regard it as equally absurd to invoke
the question of justice in deciding what to do with a woman
who cannot resist her propensity to shoplift, or with a man
who cannot repress an impulse to assault somebody. This
sort of behavior has to be controlled; it has to be discouraged;
it has to be stopped. This (to the scientist) is a matter of public
safety and amicable coexistence, not of justice (11: 17].
I am not concerned with Menninger's dubious reasoning, exemplified
by his failure to see that policies enacted to control, to discourage, or to
stop behavior may also be matters of justice. What interests me is his
ignoring that some criminals can resist propensities and impulses:
murderers for pay, conspirators to defraud, bribers, forgers, suborners
to perjury, and so forth. Indeed, it is not even clear to what circumstances
an expression such as "an irresistible propensity or impulse to suborn
perjury" can apply. Notice, also, that if a criminal act were the result of an
irresistible propensity or impulse, then we could not punish the person
for having done something because he failed to resist the propensity or
impulse: one can fail to do only what can be done. What Menninger wants
to do here is to talk about behavior as though it were the causally
necessary consequence of a "mental disorder," just as bleeding is a
causally necessary consequence of an ulcerated stomach.
Another influential "mental health" expert is Carl R. Rogers, who
emphasizes the first half of the health/disorder dichotomy. He writes:
Like the infant ... the psychologically mature adult trusts and
uses the wisdom of his organism, with the difference that he is
able to do so knowingly. He realizes that if he can trust all of
himself, his feelings and his intuitions may be wiser than his
mind, that as a total person he can be more sensitive and
accurate than his thoughts alone. Hence he is not afraid to
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say-'I feel that this experience (or this thing, or this
direction) is good. Later I probably will know why I feel it is
good.' He trusts the totality of himself [15: 23).
An infant who trusts "the wisdom of his organism" has no reason not to
swallow pins, poison, or other substances that may injure or kill him. But
Rogers has no interest in evidence. He aims at persuading us that
"feelings" and "intuitions" are preferable to evidence or reasons. And
true to his antipathy to reasoning, he does none, but relies upon the
emotivism of 'mature,' 'wisdom/ 'total person.'
Rogers also believes, incoherently, that there is a "real" person in each
of us, who we may or may not be. Thus he tells us that as one of his clients
moves "in the direction of personal growth and maturity," he "tends to
move toward being himself, being his real feelings, being what he is ...
[and) comes to value himself and his reactions as being of worth" [15: 2526).

No question arises for Rogers about how to distinguish real from
unreal feelings or about whether someone's valuing himself or his
reactions is justified or not. I am reminded of a scholar's reply to an
academic charlatan who had chided the scholar with having made him
feel inferior: "But you are inferior!"
Rogers assures us that "for the mature adult ... the criterion of the
valuing process is the degree to which the object of the experience
actualizes the individual himself. Does it make him a richer, more
complete, more fully developed person? . . . The mature individual. . . can
continually correct his course toward becoming more of himself" [15: 23,
my emphasis).
Whenever I read that sort of thing, I half-expect the expressions I have
emphasized to be accompanied by loud huzzahs. I know well enough that
'mature' means 'complete and finished in natural growth,' as when we say
that a mature tuliptree sometimes reaches a height of more than one
hundred feet; and that 'mature' means 'ripe,' as when we say that mature
Gorgonzola is very sharp and more crumbly than Roquefort. But I find
unfathomable the idea of a person who "matures" into "more of himself,"
as though his "self" were some sort of independent object that he can
copy or fuse with by acquiring enough of its properties. No, Rogers uses
the expressions 'mature adult' and 'more of himself as word-magic that
aims at goading the reader into a particular normative pen, whose
bounds are Rogers's own preferences or biases. People who use this sort
of specious discourse, by deliberately or unwittingly concealing
normative terms within it, influence behavior by emotional suggestion
rather than by critical judgment. That is why all the jargon about
"maturity" and "personal growth," about "being fully developed" and
"being what you are" is not only nonsense, but dangerous nonsense. It
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appeals to our desire for comfort, for simplistic beliefs about complicated
matters; and if we are sufficiently lazy or ignorant or hostile to reason,
then we accept shibboleth or sentimentality as though it were sober
thought.
As Rogers finds the key to "mental health" in feelings and intuitions
that allegedly are common to all human beings, Fritz Perls finds it in self~led action. His mindless "Gestalt" Prayer" -which some humorist, I
am told, ridiculed by superimposing it upon a poster photograph of
Hitler-reads:
I do my thing, and you do your thing.
I am not in this world to live up to your expectations
And you are not in this world to live up to mine.
You are you and I am I,
And if by chance we find each other, it's beautiful.
If not, it can't be helped. {14: 4].
The prayer gives expression to a concept of banal individualism. No
one is in the world for any purpose whatever; but people do have
purposes. And these usually involve expectations about other people.
Indeed, the standard modes of human relationship necessitate living up
to other people's expectations: raising children, conversing, keeping
appointments, contracting, reciprocating affection, following traffic
rules, performing music with another person, dancing. The very idea of a
human relationship presupposes that expectations be mutually
recognized. Obviously, you need not acknowledge any particular
expectation. But your willfully refusing to satisfy a set of expectations
abolishes the relevant relationship: if, contrary to my expectation, you do
not try to return my serve, then we cannot play tennis; and if, contrary to
my expectation, you try only halflteartedly, then I will not play with you.
Tennis, of course, is something that we can take or leave. But between
the sort of relationship to which virtually everyone is relatively indifferent and that which ensues when we have "found each other," there are
innumerable others that make life worth living. And these cannot obtain
if each of us does "his thing." Far from being the remarkable insight that
its enthusiasts take it to be, the prayer is an irresponsible evasion of the
moral ambiguities that confront us. It betrays an almost total loss of
perspective on human life as we know it.
On the first page of his Gestalt Therapy Verbatim, with something less
than scholarly civility, Perls writes that "it took us along time to debunk
the whole Freudian crap ... " {14:1]. ("Crap" presumably refers to the
twenty-four volume Standard Edition of Freud's psychological writings.)
The English philosopher C. D. Broad observes that someone who writes
much and continues to publish to an advanced age "will almost certainly
fall foul of the prevailing fashions, and find his latest writings treated
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with neglect, condescension or insolence by his juniors" [8: 60-61]. So it
is with Freud's epigones. Rather than dismissing him, they might
address themselves to his contention that civilization is a struggle to
combine social order with pleasure-giving experience, for virtually all of
them uncritically urge an "actualization through self-expression" that
sees standards of civilized behavior as malign.

III
Since leaders in the "mental health" field, such as Menninger, Rogers,
and Perls, are linguistically and intellectually sloppy-characteristics
that I shall comment upon below-I shall myself state what, in general,
they believe.
They see "mental health" in terms of the absence of conflict: freedom
from guilt, self-doubt, and unfulfilled desires, and from unsatisfying
relationships with other people. Now, since avoiding these things is
desirable, the modern view seems eminently sensible. Nevertheless, it
begs some important normative questions.
Let us briefly consider the absence-of-conflict test; namely, freedom
from both intra personal and interpersonal conflict. According to the first
of these, you are a mentally healthy person if and only if you are pleased
to be the person you are and you ordinarily satisfy your desires without
feeling guilty. But these conditions cannot settle whether you are
"healthy," for according to them a criminal psychopath is healthy: he
improperly gratifies his desires, and may even gratify them all, but
experiences no guilt whatever. Of course, psychologists are quick to
point out that he is unhealthy because he cannot establish meaningful
personal relationships. Notice, however, that what constitutes a
meaningful personal relationship is a normative notion. The psychopath
lives as neither you nor I nor the psychologist would live, but he does
gratify his desires without feeling guilty; and for all we know, he is quite
content with his personal relationships. He certainly may get the most
out of his life.
Suppose, moreover, that you do not always enjoy being the person you
are and therefore strive to better yourself, and that your standards are
sufficiently high so that you not infrequently fail to gratify your desires or
so that some of your satisfaction is tinged with guilt. To argue that you
are therefore neurotic is quite plainly to affirm that the standards by
which you appraise yourself are improper. And to do this is to judge your
life according to a particular moral standpoint which the psychologists
assume but do not explicitly acknowledge. Furthermore, whether
successful or not, a life of striving to achieve excellence may be more
gratifying on the whole than one which is a sequence of easy and guiltless
pleasures.
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Lack of intrapersonal conflict simply will not do as an earmark of
"mental health." The significant question is not whether there is dissatisfaction but why there is dissatisfaction. And this query raises
normative issues that cannot be settled by using pseudo-medical
terminology. Rather, its use evades the issues by begging the normative
questions implicit in them.
Lack of interpersonal conflict of the sort that makes one's personal
relationships unfulfilling fares no better as a test of "mental health."
Consider the example of Charles Strickland (in Maugham's The Moon
and Sixpence), who singlemindedly determines to be a painter despite
terrible costs to himself and other people. Having abandoned his family
and repaired to Tahiti, where he mistreats the woman who cares for him,
he covers the walls of his hut with impassioned paintings, which, in the
last moments of his life, as he succumbs to leprosy, he orders to be
destroyed. Strickland is quite content to abuse people so that he can
indulge his passion to paint; and having indulged it, he is quite content to
deny everyone the pleasure of viewing his achievement. I can see no
reason to dispute that he got the most out of his life, although I would not
want to live similarly and I think his conduct reprehensible. But that he
made other people suffer is no reason to believe that his egocentricity
marred his own happiness. Some clinical psychologists apparently
notice such phenomena only to ignore them, as when Turner and Hersen
assert that both aggressive and assertive behavior "are effective in
bringing about behavioral change in one's interpersonal partner.
However, as previously noted by Hersen ... 'only assertiveness is both
effective and appropriate,'" [19: 115, my emphasis). At least their
moralizing is relatively frank.
Furthermore, even if you do experience dissatisfaction in your social
relationships, nothing whatever follows about whether or not you are
"healthy." If you are unable or unwilling to adjust yourself to other
people's demands or cannot live happily under the conditions imposed
upon you by the social institutions in which you must participate, then
the most that can be said is that there is something wrong with you or with
them. To claim that dissatisfying incompatibility shows that you are
"unhealthy" is implicitly to accept the demands or conditions as being
proper. But they may not be what they should be; and if they are not, then
your being dissatisfied with them is fitting. Either way, the expressions
"healthy" and "disordered" or"ill" or"sick" are, in this context, a matter
of moral standards rather than of scientific classification.
Anyone may have sensible values, even a clinical psychologist or a
psychiatrist. But there is nothing in the material that either of them
studies to acquire his so-called professional expertise that makes him
more likely than the layman or any other professional to be able correctly
to distinguish what is worthwhile from what is not. Indeed, training in
clinical psychology does not improve even one's ability to judge people's
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traits, feelings, or motives, although correctly judging these is plainly
relevant to the clinical psychologist's or the psychiatrist's notion of the
patient before him [17: 1-23]. I have no objection to anyone's recommending how I or anyone else ought to live, unless the recommendation is
disguised. If it purports to be a report that some behavior is "healthy"
rather than not, then, since health is desirable, so is that behavior.
Literally, 'healthy/unhealthy' behavior cannot be predicated; even if it
could, the "mental health experts" predicate it by fiat, not by justifying
their own values nor by questioning others'. Their complacent ignorance,
which does not see anything wrong with writing its own prepossessions
into the order of things and which self-indulgently ignores the possibility
of there being legitimate aims and motives different from their own, is as
dangerous as it is unseemly. For it not only thwarts critical reflection
about values but misrepresents human life so that people who are
deceived by it misdirect their efforts to live well.

IV
In the preceding section, I said that I would comment upon the
"mental health" practitioner's linguistic carelessness and conceptual
confusion. I shall do that now.
The following passage from a popular textbook on abnormal
psychology shows how they are used to support the "mental health"
fiction:
In social life there are formal and informal expectations which
are valuable to both the individual and those around him.
Breaking these rules may be termed deviance. When the rules
are written laws deviance may be called criminal. There is an
area of behavior, however, where formal rules may not be
broken but where unexpected behavior is seriously upsetting
to other people, such as friends, parents, spouses, neighbors,
teachers, and policemen. For the purposes of this book,
abnormality is the sort of deviance that calls for and sanctions
the professional attention of psychiatrists, clinical psychologists, and other 'mental health' professionals [20: 11.
Notice, first, that the authors are arguing that deviance itself calls for
"professional attention," i.e., treatment. Their diction obscures the fact
that particular people seek treatment for particular reasons. How much
easier it is to control us if we believe that the treatment is somehow a
natural consequence of our "abnormality," i.e., illness.
Second, the authors use rule in two quite different senses: the
regulation-sense and the uniformity-sense. A regulation, for instance the
traffic regulation, 'Stop at a red light,' can be put into effect, disobeyed,
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enforced, revoked, suspended, reinstated. But it makes no sense whatever to say that a uniformity, for instance '(As a rule) people stop their
automobiles at a red light,' can be put into effect, disobeyed, enforced,
revoked, suspended, reinstated. Hence, there is a difference between a
rule qua regulation and a rule qua uniformity. When Ullmann and
Krasner write of rules as "written laws," they use rule in its regulationsense; and when they write of unexpected behavior, they refer to deviance
from a rule in the uniformity-sense. But a regulation is prescriptive,
whereas a uniformity is not; and a regulation may be authoritatively
decreed, as by a legitimate governmental agency, whereas there cannot be
any authoritativeness or legitimacy to a uniformity as such. By confusing
these two senses of rule, Ullmann and Krasner illicitly attach a prescriptive force to a nonprescriptive term. Their confusion obscures the fact
that there are at least two relevant senses of 'normaVabnormal' to be
dealt with: 'normal' =df'healthy,' and 'abnormal' =df'pathological;' and
'normal' =df 'statistically usual,' and 'abnormal' =df 'statistically
deviant.' And once that is obscured, they cannot see that merely to talk of
expected behavior and unexpected behavior is not scientific. In
biological work, for instance, the commonly accepted line of demarcation
between normal and abnormal is the 95% level. All values lying outside
those possessed by 95% of the relevant population are deviant values,
and any organism having a deviant value is abnormal with respect to that
value and that population [3]. By confusing the two senses, Ullmann and
Krasner wrongly infer that unusual behavior is evidence of the agent's
pathology. Notice that if a seventy year old person has never been ill,
then he is statistically deviant but not pathological.
I have already mentioned a passage in Karl Menninger's writings.
Another is also instructive. In the introduction that he contributed to The
Wolfenden Report, he writes:
From the standpoint of the psychiatrist, both homosexuality
and prostitution-and add to this [sic] the use of
prostitutes-constitute evidence of immature sexuality and
either arrested psychological development or regression.
Whatever it may be called by the public, there is no question
in the minds of psychiatrists regarding the abnormality of
such behavior [13: 6].
Perhaps Ullmann and Krasner would understand the "abnormality"
here, but I do not. Surely we have here the weasel word 'immature' at its
most obvious. Menninger obviously disapproves of homosexuality and
prostitution, but can he give a reason to believe either that prostitutes
are not fully developed or that their decision to be prostitutes is not
properly thought out? What is the mark of "arrested psychological
development or regression:" someone's inability to recognize or
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unwillingness to accept that people choose actions or policies that he
himself finds repellent, although he cannot point to any harm that they
do? Or the people's behavior?
And so far as the "mental health" movement is concerned, it is
amusing that, although Menninger strongly condemns using prostitutes
because prostitution allegedly is abnormal, contemporary "sex
therapists" rename prostitutes 'surrogates' and offer them as
"treatment" to single men who have "sexual dysfunctions." Thus, we are
told that
Pandora takes her referrals from various physicians and
psychiatrists around town. She started out charging $500 for
a set of twelve sessions. spread over a fourteen-day period,
three to four hours per session. She has just raised her fee to
$7 50 and has found no decrease in the demand for her
services. She has had, she reports, 100% success [23: 491492].
Without condescending to explain how he arrives at his belief,
Menninger tells us that he also "knows" other things that the public does
not; for instance that "in the unconscious mind, [masturbation] always
represents an aggression against someone" [12: 61]. Because it allegedly
represents this, he sees it as a symptom of disease. But contemporary
"sex therapists" regard it as a "treatment" for some "sexual disorders,"
as "a method of altering sexual preference and arousal" [2: 333]. Indeed,
Masters and Johnson have even invented a new "disease:" "A woman
with masturbatory orgasmic inadequacy has not achieved orgasmic
release by partner or self-manipulation in either homosexual or heterosexual experience. She can and does reach orgasmic expression during
coital connection" [10: 240]. Again, keep in mind that the pseudoscientific 'a woman with masturbatory orgasmic inadequacy,' means in
its context 'a [pathologically] abnormal woman' or 'a sexually sick
woman.' Why, if she does not enjoy masturbation but does enjoy sexual
intercourse, she should be classified as "ill," the latest sages of sex do not
explain.
Were these and other "mental health experts" not influential and were
their mumbo jumbo without morally reprehensible consequences or
emotionally distressing effects, sensible people might consider them, if
at all, as mere cranks much as we regard the casters of newspaper horoscopes or the proponents of a flat-earth thesis. But the "mental health"
gibberish has shaped and continues to shape our opinions of ourselves.
Consider, for instance, the sexism it has sanctioned, which fortunately is
being weakened by protests even from within the "mental health"
professions. Reviewing The Hite Report, which advocates women's
sexual self-determination, Hunt writes: "It is a slanted book, openly
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angry, didactic and exhortatory. Ms. Hite's central and often repeated
thesis is that women should free themselves from male definitions of
female sexuality and male prescriptions of how sex should be done" [7:
237-238). Exactly so! And although Hunt apparently opposes women's
sexual autonomy, he does not explain why, but merely echoes the traditional psychoanalytic prejudice against women's self-sufficiency. Notice
how well his view fits with the passage, written twenty years earlier by
another psychoanalyst: " ... women's aggressiveness and mastery are
only a facade. Her facade of self-sufficiency and strength represents an
effort at compensation, an effort to console herself for her inability to
depend safely on a man" [1: 179.).
The "mental health" professionals seem to believe that if you want to
improve someone's morals, then you must write a little thing in which you
use pseudo-scientific jargon to befuddle him or make self-assured
assertions about his being "mentally ill" to intimidate him. In the good
old days, when theologians told us how to live and had us executed if we
did otherwise, at least they credited us with being evil agents rather than
demeaned us as being mental invalids. Then we sinned, whereas now we
only languish or falter. The notion that people whose hopes and fears or
desires and aversions differ from those of the "mental health experts"
are to that extent defective is overtly arrogant, to the degree that the
"experts" do not even try to justify their view. Pope writes in An Essay on
Man that
Vice is a monster of so frightful mien,
As to be hated needs but to be seen;
Yet seen too oft, familiar with her face,
We first endure, then pity, then embrace.
The same is true of the dogmas of "mental health" professionals and of
the "ills" that they dogmatize into existence. Tyranny always comes in
the guise of liberation. "Beware of false prophets, which come to you in
sheep's clothing, but inwardly they are ravening wolves." These people
usually affirm in a pretentious conglomeration of high-sounding words
and emotive jargon what might be said quite simply; were it, we would
recognize mere unjustified prescription.

v
As a group, "mental health" professionals are guilty of a particular sort
of contempt for evidence-ideological thinking. It has three conjoint
features: belief is maintained independently of argument; reason or
evidence is sought and produced for a belief that is already held on other
grounds; and criticism of the belief is deflected by finding a place for the
critic within the ideology. The ideologue creates a mythology rather than
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a scientific theory. Both treat all the facts they are designed for, but the
mythology, unlike the theory, does not predict hitherto unobserved
phenomena. It has no new and testable consequence. An ideology deals
with the facts, but does not successfully explain them, for it does not
specify any phenomenon that invalidates it. Its "success" results from
systematically ignoring particular sorts of fact, maintaining some ideas
no matter what, and then seeing the phenomena that correspond to these
ideas as confirmation of its dogmas. All the while, the ideologist contends
that his mythology embodies incontestable truth. But, not being
warranted by evidence, the ideology merely expresses beliefs that serve
the interest of the ideologist. And since his interests do not include
wanting to weigh reason and evidence dispassionately, he is not impartial
and cannot avoid producing an account that distorts the way things are.
His mythology satisfies his desire for a guide that he feels is fully reliable
and that therefore deserves his unlimited trust. But he cannot properly
logically make a knowledge claim unless his account is testable according
to antecedently stated criteria of refutability.
Consider an example. Having agreed to the wife's wish that they
divorce when she is able to support herself financially, a couple who have
been married for thirteen years undergo psychotherapy jointly. Not only
does the husband not earn enough to support both separately, but she
wants to be financially independent and has entered a two-year training
program so she can pursue a satisfying career. Although it sometimes is
quite painful for them to be together, they agree not to separate until she
achieves her aim. Despite the failure of their marriage, they still love each
other, feel mutual loyalty, and subscribe to moral principles that require
restraint of selfish desires so that they can do what is considerate and
just. Their therapist declares that these putative reasons are rationalizations of a desire for pain. The husband explains that he wants to avoid
pain, but finds it the lesser of evils. To separate now would be possible
only if his wife were voluntarily to work at something unsatisfying or if he
were voluntarily to support her, which she does not want and which
would significantly diminish their material comforts; or if they were to
engage in a legal wrangle that both would find inherently distasteful and
that would destroy the possibility of amicable relations between them in
the future. The therapist rejects this explanation, saying that it confirms
her original account, for he is now simply refusing to acknowledge his
desire for pain. The therapist necessarily takes the couple's justification
as a mere excuse for what they (allegedly) will do anyway. To be sure,
some putative justifications of a belief or action or policy are bogus, and,
when recognized, it is appropriate to look for an underlying cause. But it
is sensible to seek such a cause only when a good reason or reliable
evidence is lacking. Under ordinary circumstances, we wash our hands
because we rightly believe them to be dirty, not because, like Lady
Macbeth, we are obsessed with guilt and try to wash away imaginary
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spots. The therapist does not even offer any reason to believe that the
couple is rationalizing: she does not adduce any evidence that they have
plenty of money, or that the wife can easily find satisfying work. Rather,
the therapist simply wraps them up in the dogma that people want the
pain they feel; and when this is denied, she deflects the husband's
criticism by labelling him as someone who is merely suppressing a desire
that he finds normatively unacceptable.
Now, this therapist is not a fiction of mine, but someone who actually
said these things to a real couple. When, as an outsider, I asked her to
justify her account of the matter, she was utterly unable to do so.
Whatever her explanation to me might have been, neither had she been
able to give a reason to the couple. Rather, her position as their therapist
led them for a time to accept her ideology and therefore to see nothing
amiss in her pseudo-explanations, which they mistook for genuine
attempts to elucidate their behavior. Tellingly, the moment that one of
her dogmas became suspect, she was at a loss to reply rationally.
In giving their reasons for the policy that they adopted, the couple
explain what reasoning led them to it. If the therapist asserts that these
are not their reasons, which is possible, then rationality requires that she
explain herself. Their case does not differ, in this respect, from mine
when I reject as a hasty generalization the contention that women's 1960
presidential election vote, favoring Nixon over Kennedy, showed that
the sexual attractiveness of a candidate is irrelevant to how women vote.
My rejection is grounded in logic: the generalization is based upon too
small a sample. It would be absurd to suggest that, since the person who
advanced the belief is a woman, I reject it because I (allegedly) dislike
women. That explanation might arise only if I had previously exhibited a
pattern of illustrating types of error in reasoning by referring to the
beliefs or actions of women, but not to those of men.
VI

An especially important component of the ideological thinking of
"mental health" professionals is the belief that those whom they counsel
have particular needs. Unfortunately, no legitimate distinction is made
between 'need' and 'want,' and the contention that particular interests
are needs is largely the product of conceptual confusion and provincialism. I have in mind the sort of decision according to which someone like
Ackerman, whom I mentioned in Section IV, would say that women have
a "need" to rely upon men. Let us first consider some differences
between needs and wants, and then see how "therapists" subjugate
"patients" by muddling the two and then claiming that their own
unacknowledged and unjustified normative judgments reflect "human
nature."
In the expressions, X needs Y and X needs to Z, X may be either an
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animate or an inanimate thing. Thus, a person needs money and a tiger in
the wild needs to hunt; and an industry needs capital and an engine
needs to be lubricated. The person also may want money and the tiger
may want to hunt, but neither the industry nor the engine can literally be
said either to desire anything or to want to have anything done to it. As
White puts it:
... there is no reason for supposing that the meaning of 'to
need' depends on its subject and, therefore, that human
beings and animals need anything in a different sense from
that in which an industry or an engine needs something....
But we cannot talk of anything other than the animate or,
perhaps, even the intelligent wanting something [21: 104,
111].
To say that you need Y or that you need to Z is to say that what you
need, that is Y or to Z, is something that is necessary for you. Need
indicates a relation between one of a number of alternatives, which is
what is needed, and a context that comprises circumstances and a
specifiable end-state. You cannot reach the end-state in these circumstances without Y or without Z-ing. You need money to buy a new suit or
you need to tum off the radio to get silence. Having the suit or getting the
silence is the end-state. The circumstances are what you need something
because of: because hard use has battered your present suit or because
the radio is making the only obvious sound. Accordingly, to say that you
need Y or to Z is elliptical for saying that, relative to a given context, C,
you need Y to M or you need Z in order to N. Failure to recognize this
ellipticalness leads to a common sort of confusion: failing to recognize
that a question like, 'Does she really need a new pair of shoes?,' has no
non-relative answer. She may think that she needs them to keep up with
fashion: whereas you may believe that the demands of ordinary use
produce no need, since she already has five pairs of shoes. The question
about her alleged need is a straightforward factual question, but only
when the context is acknowledged.
Moreover, although what you need is often something that you lack, as
when you need to draw the ten of diamonds to have four-of-a-kind or you
need a haircut, need and lack are distinct notions. You may need what
you have: your job; the coin that you are using to make a telephone call; or
the oxygen that you breathe. To understand what you are reading, you
need to attend to the examples; and you need to do this even while you
are doing it. Plainly, to need something is not necessarily to lack it.
Similarly, to lack something is not necessarily to need it: a Nobel Prize in
chemistry that you lack is not needed for any purpose that you actually
have; and the talent to become a violinist is something you lack without
needing it if you have no interest in music.
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Likewise, although what you need is often something that you want, as
when you want to draw the ten of diamonds, which you need to have fourof-a-kind, or when you want to improve your appearance by getting the
haircut that you need, need and want are quite distinct notions. I shall
explain four of the many differences between them. My explanation
relies heavily upon White's analysis.
First, although a need necessarily relates to an end-state in virtue of
which something is needed, a want does not necessarily relate to an endstate in virtue of which something is wanted. No one can need something
for its own sake, but only to attain some end-state; whereas someone can
want something for its own sake, as the miser wants money or the music
lover to listen to music.
Second, someone's needs are independent of his control, whereas his
wants often are subject to it. It makes no sense to say that someone can
give up needing to be a natural born citizen of the United States for him
to become President; but an immigrant can give up wanting to become
President when he learns that he is ineligible for the office.
Third, someone's needs are independent of his beliefs, whereas his
wants characteristically depend upon his beliefs. What someone needs,
he needs because it has certain properties, whether or not he believes it
to have them; but what he wants, he wants because he believes that it has
certain properties. Accordingly, what he needs, he needs no matter how
he describes it; whereas he can want something under one description of
it but not under another. If he regards some food as unappetizing, then
his describing it as that is irrelevant to, and compatible with, his saying
that he needs it; whereas it makes no sense for him to say, while regarding
it under that description, that he wants it.
Fourth, generally someone is not the best judge of what he needs, but
is of what he wants. A young child knows what he wants to eat, but not
what he needs to eat. His mother is a better judge of the latter, and a
nutritionist is the best judge of it. Indeed, people do not hesitate to admit
that an expert, such as a nutritionist or a dentist or an electrician, knows
better than they what they need; but people are very reluctant, perhaps
even unwilling, to concede that anyone knows better than they what they
want.
We should, of course, avoid the linguistic muddle of saying that
wanting implies needing because what anyone wants in order to satisfy
his desire he needs if he is to satisfy it. Although this sounds right, it does
only because it is vacuously true. If someone wants something specific,
then he needs to get that if he is to get what he specifically wants. Such a
proposition tells us nothing whatever about him or about wants or needs,
but merely uses words peculiarly (as if someone were seriously to try to
inform us that his father is male). Notice that the apparently similar, but
very different, proposition that if someone wants something specific,
then what he wants to have or to do in order to satisfy his desire is also
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what he needs in order to satisfy it, is neither a tautology nor true. Consider: if someone wants to allay his hunger by eating an apple, then he
needs to eat an apple to allay it; but if he wants to allay his hunger and
eats an apple to do that, then whether or not he needs to eat the apple to
do it is an open question, for a pear may do as well.
Not only are needs confused with lacks and wants, but so are different
kinds of need-statement confounded, as Taylor has shown [18]. The first
kind refers to a need in the sense of a necessary means to a goal, as in 'He
needs a book in which to check the melting point of tungsten' or 'To set a
new ten-mile record, he needs to run the distance in under forty-six
minutes.' The second kind pertains to a need in the sense of a dominant
conative disposition, as in 'He needs affection' or 'He never accepts
responsibility, but needs to find a scapegoat.' And the third kind does not
refer to a need at all, but is simply commendatory or prescriptive, as in
'The team needs a new quarterback' or 'He needs to stop smoking,' which
may be legitimately substituted for by straightforwardly normative
statements, namely, 'The team should get a new quarterback,' and 'He
ought to stop smoking.'
Although these distinctions between needs and lacks and wants, and
between different kinds of need-statements are easy enough to make,
very often people who are influential "mental health" professionals fail
to honor them. Maslow, for instance, continually fudges them, writing
such things as that "there is only a need of the individual. It is John Smith
who wants food" [9: 63, my emphasis]. Maslow tells us that his aim is to
formulate "a scientific ethics" [9: 336], but he does not seem to understand that even if his need-statements correctly identify necessary
means to goals, or dominant conative dispositions, it does not follow that
either kind of "need" should be satisfied. The purpose to which a need
relates may be harmful or immoral, as is a sadistic terrorist's goal of
torturing his captives. Surely we should not give him either the
opportunity or the weapon that he needs to torture them. Accordingly,
the reason why a "need" of the first kind should be satisfied must be
something other than its merely being a need. Likewise if the "need" is a
dominant conative disposition, it still may be harmful or immoral, as is
the alcoholic's craving for drink or the quite common disposition to
disclaim responsibility for one's wrongdoing. And although I do not know
whether the desire personally to avenge a wrong to oneself is a dominant
conative disposition of humankind, if it is, then satisfying it is nevertheless undesirable. Far better that it should be frustrated by requiring that
unregulated conflict be avoided and that any actual or potential dispute
be resolved by institutional decision. I do not merely prefer the spirit of
law to that of vengeance, but I believe it to be a superior means by which
to remedy a wrong. And I therefore deny that the putative "need" for
vengeance should be satisfied. One simply cannot derive the third kind
of need-statement from the other kinds.
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Once people fail to distinguish need from want, and mistake one kind
of need-statement for another, they not only fallaciously argue that they
have made this impossible derivation, but they claim that their
normative judgments depict human nature. So obvious, however, is the
conceptual difference between clearly expressed normative and factual
discourse-as obvious as that between 'Hallett is an atheist' and 'Hallett
is a wicked person' or between 'That categorical syllogism has two
negative premises' and either 'That categorical syllogism is fallacious' or
'Reject any categorical syllogism that has two negative premises'-that
the people are driven to disguise their claim by using emotive expressions, that is, expressions that have the power to induce emotional or
attitudinal effects in the reader. That is why we get the sort of hocuspocus that we find in the last two Rogers' quotations.
It is, I hope, unnecessary to enlarge upon the theme that intellectually
honest and competent people require all beliefs about complex matters
to be grounded in extensive knowledge, careful analysis, and cogent
reasoning, whereas intellectually irresponsible people make no such
demands, especially of their own opinions. It is ridiculously arrogant to
claim that one's own "can't helps" are cosmic ultimates. People differ in
what they justifiably aim at, and the basic orientations that they give to
their lives vary immensely. The organizing purpose of a life may be any of
the following entities or others or some combination thereof: sensual
gratification, contemplative detachment, comfort and sociability,
productivity, self-mastery and conquest of external obstacles, service to
others. Some of these are neither yours nor mine. But how impudent to
deny the legitimacy of any merely because it is not one's own! Doing that
reminds me of a biologist's warning to colleagues who assume that there
is no marked difference between the sensory systems of humans and
those of other animals: we are blind to our own blindnesses, and must try
not to read our own disabilities into the rest of the animal kingdom (6:
135]. The counselor's analogue is obvious. His dissatisfaction with a
particular way of life does not count against it unless he can show that its
failure lies in misconceived goals rather than in flawed efforts to attain
them. And this is just where contemporary pontiffs overreach themselves, so indifferent are they to the canons of intelligibility and
evidence, and so imbued are they with their own prepossessions.
Consider a final and rather despicable example of the failure to heed
the counselor's analogue:
... the term desire phase disorder (sic] has been used to
distinguish lack of sexual arousal from lack of orgasm. Desire
phase disorder usually includes women who do not typically
seek sexual experiences nor do they experience arousal once
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sexually involved. There are two components to this: the first
can best be described as cognitive [sic] indifference to sex,
and the second is a lack of early physiological concomitants of
arousal, that is tingling sensations, vaginal lubrication [22:
301].

In plain English: some women do not desire sexual experience and do not
become sexually aroused even when sex is initiated. I cannot understand why an associate professor of psychiatry finds it noteworthy either
that the women want no sexual encounter or that they remain sexually
unexcited when they are forced or induced into sexual acts. St. Augustine
tells us in the eighth book of the Confessions that he prayed to become
chaste and continent. Perhaps the women have what he wanted. And
even if they do not want to be as they are, it does not follow that they are
afflicted with a sexual "disorder." Surely someone who chooses never to
eat lemon sherbet and who does not salivate when some is put before
him, but who would like to enjoy it, does not have a "gustatory disorder."
But Wincze and his cohorts have appropriated the right to determine our
sexual behavior, which they try to do by branding us with their pseudoscientific epithets if we act incompatibly with their dicta. The women to
whom he refers are to enjoy sexual experience "whether they like it or
not," so to speak.

VII
It is hard to live well. But whether something is a problem-in-living
depends upon the sort of person you are and upon how committed you
are to your values or goals. I have not denied that people have such
problems or that the problems can be solved or that "therapists" can
help to solve them. But I have denied that any problem is a "mental
disorder" and that solving it is "curing an illness." Some people's
problems, no doubt, are best solved by psychotherapy; but clinical
psychologists and psychiatrists as a group have no special insight into
such problems in general. I have no prejudice about whether sexual
problems, for instance, are most likely to be solved by becoming
continent, or by talking with a "therapist" or a friend or a group of
strangers with a similar problem, or by pursuing sexual experience with
an adept and understanding partner, or by consulting a procurer and a
prostitute or a "therapist" and a "surrogate" (which last two pairs are the
same according to the dictionary definitions of the former pair of terms).
I see no principle one way or another about how best to solve these problems. I do want to emphasize, however, that the "mental health"
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professionals who invent so-called "mental disorders" and the so-called
treatments are preaching an unacknowledged and usually unexamined
morality; and those who counsel people in terms of these inventions may
get the people to behave differently, but only by subverting reason and
interfering with their autonomy, both of which are morally undesirable.*
*I am indebted to Thomas Szasz, a psychiatrist, and to Antony Flew, a
philosopher, for their polemics against what Szasz has so aptly called
"the myth of mental illness."
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8:1

Begging Entrance
to the Monastery

Christopher Jay

T

HE morning I left Ryoko-in to go to the monastery it was raining
the thick, heavy rain of early spring. The rain had begun before
dawn and from the wet blackness the world had emerged a misty gray,
tinted by the young green of the tree buds. I sat on the veranda by the
kitchen well and strapped on my straw sandals. My nervous hands were
unfamiliar with the way of the straw, which was braided and stiff, and
kept getting caught in the deep sleeves of the dark blue robes. Soon I
slung the monk's traveling pack over my shoulders, the heavy gear
resting on my belly and the pack of spare kimono on my back. I wrapped
the raincoat around my shoulders and turned to face Abbot Kobori and
the family of disciples. We bowed and my head stayed low now by itself
for the extra moment, in the way of young Zen monks in training. I turned
then and with the deep, wide hat of woven bamboo set firmly on my head,
stepped into the rain. I was on my way up to the monastery to bow in the
doorway for three days begging entrance as a young Unsui, or training
monk. At the outsid~ gate I turned back to the temple, bowed, and looked
at the garden I had swept every morning for two years. The moss and
young buds were flushed in the wet, the oak trees faded gray and unclear
into the mist risen from the pounding rain.
Two years before, I had entered Ryoko-in, a sub-temple inside
Daitokuji Zen temple complex in Kyoto, to become a disciple of Abbot
Kobori and train to enter the SOda (monastery). For two years I had lived
as a novice in the traditional way, working in the gardens, cleaning,
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practicing zazen (sitting meditation), waiting on the Abbot, learning to
speak Japanese and studying Chinese. It was four years since I had come
from America, so full of emotionally inflated dreams about Zen. When I
entered Ryoko-in I still had high expectations about the wonders of the
"Zen life" but had found out soon enough that Zen was simple hard work,
just like any other work. Zen provided no easy key to things: all cooking, I
found out, is done with the same water. That discovery had left me with
no strength, no confidence, no energy, and I carried myself like a ghost. It
had been a two year struggle to regain my footing.
Kobori's temple was a busy one, full of the temple business of guests,
patrons, tea drinking, and then all the disciples and school kids, Kobori's
wife, two hysterical little dogs, and the constant bickering. The demands
to fit in smoothly, to obey and be at the beck and call of everyone in a
confused Japanese family life, directed in so many other ways than to the
simplicity of training, had crushed my spirit. My inability to assume the
thousand and one little Japanese customs, to fit into the Japanese forms
of behavior, generated misunderstandings and rankling, and fmally
steady depression. The biggest disappointment, maybe, was Kobori
himself. I had gone in thinking he was a saint, the highest man of Zen, the
man to emulate, and had found him instead moody, addicted to
television and most at home in the company of doting old ladies.
In Ryoko-in though, I had begun to learn the necessary lesson of how to
bow my head, to accept "as it is" and not "as I want it" I knew it would
serve me in good stead for the next three days, bowing on the narrow
wooden bench in the entrance to the monastery, and then in every aspect
of the monastery life. This lesson is learned first by the body in the
countless bows to the older monks and ab hots, and before and after sutra
ceremonies and zazen. It is said that only in the state of violence is the
part of the personality revealed that one will take into eternity. It is this
wild aspect of the heart that Zen training transforms and makes human.
Bowing the head softens the "I," the strident ego, and begins to
transform and rearrange the emotional household so that the energy of
passion flows into warmth and love. It does not happen easily or quickly,
however. There is a lot of bowing and obeying, and a good bit of struggle
before one is no longer swayed by emotional attachments. With years the
life ripens and bears its fruit. One sees the ground beneath one's feet and
stands there firmly, now "the independent man of the Way who leans on
nothing," and the warmth of the heart flows freely.
But many times at Ryoko-in, my anger and frustration flared.
Sometimes I went out to the field at night and kicked the woodpile.
Sometimes I slipped over the temple wall at night and went up to see my
friend Victor, the caretaker of another temple in Daitokuji, to drink beer
and listen to Joni Mitchell on his stereo. Sometimes I just sat alone in my
room and felt sorry for myself, the youngster that I was. Irmgard
Schloegl, who had trained in the Daitokuji Sodofor twelve years, told me
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in the beginning that for a man of the training, it is not the situations
themselves that are important but the way one reacts to them. My
reactions are me, and if they flare, irritate or depress me, then it is with
these reactions and emotions that I am concerned and not the situations.
She said that if I could willingly bring myself to hold and endure them as
part of my training, willingly suffer them with open eyes, they would
slowly begin to change and I with them. The emotional household, the
wild aspect of the heart, will not change by an act of will or just by blind
zazen. It is one's effort, with plenty of bowing the head, that counts. I was
young though and even with Irmgard's good advice my emotions flared
out often and I fell flat on my face time after time.
Now, with the thick cotton robes limp and heavy in the wet morning, I
was going to the Sodo. I was taking to the jungle where ideas and opinions
had no worth, where my bones would be my only power, where I would
learn to live out at the farthest end of my personality. Sodo life was basic
and guttural I knew monks played hard. "When you sit, sit; when you eat,
eat," the Chinese phrase goes. When the monks worked, they worked as
hard as they could. With little sleep, no heat, rough treatment and long
zazen that cleared and sharpened the vision, I would see what I was made
of. My emotional household and all the cheap places would be laid bare
for the training and with years the life would ripen slowly and bear fruit.
Someday I would know the ground beneath my feet clearly. Head shaven,
I was leaving behind the life of Chris Jay, washed down the sink with the
fuzz raised from my head the day before with the straight razor. The life
of an Unsui (clouds and water) was to be as clouds and water, filling the
low places silently, having no home, attached to nothing.
For any man gates appear that have to be passed through. One can
shrink from the·gate and live as a flavorless shadow, emotions slopping
around half-alive, or one can pass through, a first authentic step, and find
the distance and clarity of vision increased. The hardest gates are
blocked by masses of fear and misgivings and one must pass through
stripped of all outward trappings, naked, deeply absorbed. And in
passing such a gate the flesh might creep, hair stand on end, but once
through, the deepest seat of the heart is turned. Some people have one
gate in their lives, intense or vague, and some more. The several I had
stumbled through in the last several years on a wave of blind eagerness
had now set me in these robes, walking through this rain, scared. For two
years I had feared and dreaded the Sodo and the day I would walk
through its gate; now the adrenalin coursed through my veins and I
trembled as I walked. But I also looked toward the clean, rough and
straight life, the longed-for change from the messy life at Ryoko-in and
padded through the rain with new spring in my legs. My legs wouldn't
spring like that I knew if Ryoko-in hadn't been so bad, and now I was
grateful for those years. Kobori knew that too and said so quietly at dawn
over our last bowl of tea.
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The bamboo hung low and heavy with water over the mud plastered
walls as I passed the gates of other sub-temples. Ryosho-ji, the subtemple that had served as the Sodo for over sixty years, stood in
the northwest corner of the Daitokuji complex, right up the street from
Ryoko-in. I walked toward it quickly, my toes hanging over the ends of the
soaked straw sandals and scraping on the granite paving stones, afraid to
walk slowly lest I should stop and not be able to move. I turned into the
stone walkway which runs in front of the Sodo under a covering arch of
acorn trees. In the dark rain, the dark of night still hanging thick in the
early mist, the leaves formed a canopy of glistening black.
I stood now outside the gate trying to muster the burst of blindness
that would send me through. I had stood outside this gate so many times
before, unable to imagine actually walking through. A smaller version of
the great two-tiered main gate in the center of the Daitokuji complex, the
Sodo gate is burned brown from the sun, rain and winter and stands
guard against the noise and confusion of the outside. Above the thick
door panels hangs the bronze bell in its own covered loft, the ash-green
bell that a monk rings to wake the monastery every morning before the
dew settles in the dark. With the woven bamboo hat heavy and loose in
the rain, and the water dripping down the collar of my robes and into my
neck, I looked at the bell and the wooden ribs under the overhanging roof
with their delicate curve, laying side by side like the gills of a forest
mushroom.
And then I was in, into the garden that lay silent in the hush of the rain.
Without noticing the sweet, heavy green of the maple buds or the zendo
(meditation hall) roof of steel-gray tiles that soared up into the mist, I
walked down the straight path of granite slabs set in the moss and
ducked under the pine trees to the entrance. I took off the hat and leaned
it against the outside pillar under the eaves. Because it sagged from the
wet, I folded up my raincoat and stuffed it underneath. I stepped into the
dark entranceway and went directly to the low wooden bench that ran
along the left wall. The cold, slate-gray tile floor glistened dark with water
condensed from the mist. Sitting down I pulled from my kimono the
envelope that contained papers identifying me as a disciple of Abbot
Kobori and a formal vow written by brush and sumi ink in my own hand.
In presenting the papers, I vowed to adhere to all the rules of the Sodo
and to stop atnothinginmypursuitofthe Way, even ifitshouldmeanmy
death. I laid the envelope out on the bench perfectly straight, and sitting
sideways placed the heavy front pack on the bench with the cords still
slung over my shoulders and the pack of kimono on my back. I twisted my
shoulders around facing the pack and bent over it, my head bowed and
resting on my hands which were folded on the hump of the pack where
the eating bowls were tied on. I would crouch sideways in that position
for three days, twisted around with my head bowed in supplication.
With the deepest pit of the belly voice I could muster in my fright and
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in that position, I called out "Taanoooo-miii-maaaashoooo," raising my
voice, drawing it out as long as I could and letting it die away slowly in the
way wandering monks announce themselves in a strange temple. The
silence stood unaffected. I called out again, and then after a wait, a monk
answered from a back room "Doooorrreeeeee," drawing his voice out
deep and low from his gut in the old manner of the SOdOs. He came
rustling down the dark corridor, footsteps solid but soft, his bare feet
sure and quiet on the old polished wood. Quivering with my head down,
I spoke out the phrases I had been practicing for weeks: "A disciple of
Ryoko-in, Murasaki-nO. Daitokuji-cho, Kita-ku, Kyoto, my name is Jay
Soju. I beg entrance to this Semmon Dojo."
The monk bent over, picked up the envelope and said "Please wait a
while" and left softly. I crouched there rigid, afraid to move a muscle.
Several minutes later he came back and said "This Semmon Dojo is
already full and we are too poor to support another monk. The life here is
too hard for you, so please leave and go try at another place." He put the
envelope back on the bench and left me alone.
This began the formal niwa-tsume (bowing in the entranceway)
literally translated as "shoving yourself in the garden," the only way to be
accepted as a monk. If I left and went to another Sodo as the monk said,
they would tell me the same and I would find entrance nowhere. Every
young monk knows this when he goes to a Sodo and is prepared for the
ordeal. Four years before, Kobori had told me there would be no
exceptions or softening the rules for me because I was a foreigner.
Now I was sitting niwa-tsume like any Japanese monk. At night I knew I
would be invited in to stay as a guest, officially still a wandering monk.
The next morning at dawn I would be told to leave, that I'd been nuisance
enough, and then I would go back to the entranceway to bow. I would be
thrown out several times a day, struck with the keisaku (the wooden stick
used to keep monks awake in the zenda) and dragged out the front gate
and yelled at not to come back. I knew this was a kindness, because then I
could stretch out the pain caused by bending over for hours in a twisted
position. Then I had to sneak back through the gate into the entranceway
and resume my bowing again. After three days of this I would be invited
in for three more days of sitting zazen alone on the tatami (thickly padded
floor mats of straw) as a second test of my determination, before finally
being given a place as the lowest monk in the zenda.
I sat there stiff and tight, trying to calm my breath in the darkness, the
wet air heavy with the smell of old incense. The pain in my left side began
immediately and I fidgeted for a few minutes trying to find the best
arrangement of muscle cords in my gut. It was still about 6:30 in the
morning and soon I heard straw sandals padding through the rain behind
me. Someone stepped into the entranceway and tapped me on the
shoulder. I jumped, thinking this was the first throw-out, but it was
another young monk begging entrance and he motioned me to slide down
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a little on the bench so he could bow too. This was not his first morning
there. When he called out his "Tanoomiimaaa-shooo," a monk from a
back room just yelled "Urusai!, (Pest!)
The early April rain pounded hard all that morning and the darkness in
the mist hardened into a daytime gray. The pain grew in my side but it was
not so bad compared to some of the zazen I had done before. My fingers
numbed and became sore, sandwiched between the bowls and my
forehead. In early spring the air still carries the shadow of winter, and
small shivers ran from my neck into the cold leg muscles and down to my
wet feet, bare in the sandals.
Then I heard the solid footsteps of someone wearing geta (wooden
clogs) walking slowly through the rain and I thought, "Oh God, this is it,
here comes the fight." I stiffened and shuddered as he came into the
entranceway, but he walked by us and stepped up onto the stone step.
Passing us he let out a deep, sighing growl, deeper than any I had heard
before. Power infused that growl. It was deep and mature and had no
bottom. At once it breathed dissatisfaction at our half-hearted and
worthless effort but also a blood understanding of our lowest position
and encouragement to more effort from that moment. It perfectly
mirrored my halfway effort and how I held back afraid to forget the pain
and throw myself into the bowing, to let go of the branch and drop into
the pool. That was my first direct experience of the Ri'Jshi's (Zen Master
of the monastery's) personality and I was humbled and empowered. I will
never forget that moment and how with that one sigh my effort settled
and focused, touched by the unknown and unborn, and how afterwards I
bowed there as hard as I could. This was an inner gate, a silent gate with
no structure, and I was pushed through by a brush of the absolute.
It was not long then before they came to throw us out. The rain
pounded harder and I had not heard thegeta footsteps until they charged
into the entranceway. I jumped and felt pain sear into my lower back as
the monk clouted me with the oak wood keisaku and yelled "Worthless
tramp! We said get out, now get!" He grabbed the thick padded belt
around my waist and dragged me out of the entrance, my pack dangling
behind me, the cord around my neck. He took hold of my back collar and
the belt and ran me out to the gate. I knew enough to stay on my feet,
suddenly calm in all the action. He shoved me out the gate and I went
sprawling on the wet granite in the rain, and he followed in a minute with
my hat, raincoat and the envelope, all of which he flung at me roughly. He
yelled a few more abuses and then turned away. I knew that monk; his
name was D~san, and we had talked several times when he had come
into Ryok~in on errands. He had told me it would probably be his job to
throw me out and I caught a faint smile on his face as he turned away. The
other young monk had been thrown out right behind me and we looked at
each other, sprawled there in the rain, and forced grins.
Disheveled and completely wet now, we picked ourselves up, collected
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our gear and got it under an overhanging eave of the gate. My front pack
had come unfastened, the straight razor and whetstone tied to the
outside of the box by a furoshiki (wrapping cloth), just under the bowls,
had slipped off and hung down and the razor had tumbled out into a
puddle. In all the action and rain though, Do-san had thrown the envelope
into the only dry space under the gate, and at once his care and awareness
slapped me from a direction I had not known. I stood to catch my breath
for a second thinking this was all sort of fun. It was a fine gate, I thought,
but seemed to spit out the people who tried to pass through.
My robes and kimono were pulled every which way from the thick belt,
the obi (kimono sash) and the cord that tied the skirts high away from the
ground for travelling. I untied everything right there under the gate and
rewrapped the kimono and obi. Then I tied the robes in place over the
kimono and knotted the thick belt over my belly. Hanging straight with
their deep sleeves, the robes almost reached the puddles. I tied the cord
tightly below my hips again, grabbed it and the robes beneath it and slid
them up over my hip bone, raising the robes to just below the knees in the
way of traveling and begging monks. I tied the sleeves behind my neck to
keep them out of the way and then retied my pack, tightening all the
knots so that when I was thrown out again the pack would stay tight. The
raincoat was just as wet now on the inside as the outside, smeared with
sand and dead leaves, and I shook it and wrapped it around my shoulders
again.
The other monk, already waiting, motioned me to follow and we
splashed over to another gate farther down in the wall. This gate, old and
battered, opened into the vegetable garden and work area of the
monastery. I had stood outside here many times peeking through the
cracks in the wood, wondering what it was the monks saw with their
strong and drawn eyes. This place was farther into the trees and less
exposed than the main gate. We could wait here and talk for ten minutes
before sneaking back into the entranceway.
We stood silently under the acorn trees, faces hidden under the soaked
hats, and looked out at the stone path glistening in the rain and the acorns
lying about that the rain had knocked down. Thrown out, wet, the butt of
wrath, with days of begging and then years of the zenda life ahead, the
lowest and blindest, nowhere to look for comfort, we stood there and
traded names, the beginning of our brotherhood.
He was Sho-san and he asked, "Why did you ever come from America
for this?"
"I don't know," I laughed softly, "I guess it was kind of dumb."
Sho-san was tall, almost six feet, bowlegged, with knobby feet bulging
over the sandals that were unravelling in the wet. When he yelled
"Tanoomiimaashoo" earlier the bench had shaken. After awhile it was
time for him to go back in.
He went first because he had come two days ago and so was above me
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in rank and order. Left alone I listened to the rain and thought how good
it sounded now drumming hard and strong, a private comfort, the drops
exploding on the stones and the tiles that lined the top of the wall.
Going through the gate the second time that morning was easier than
the first. I peeked in and looked both ways to make sure no one was
watching and then tiptoed back through the garden into the entranceway
and resumed the bowing. I called out again and from a near room a monk
roared back, "Puny! Yell it louder!" I yelled it again and again he roared,
"If that's all you've got you can't do Zen training! Get out!" Again I yelled
raising my head to get a good lungful of air. He yelled back "Pest!" and I
felt good that I had finally yelled loudly enough.
We stayed there all morning and finally the monk who had refused my
entrance, whose name I knew to be Ken-san, started the midday sutra
chanting at an altar above us in the hallway. When he finished he
snapped at us to stop fidgeting and cheating and then stomped down the
hall to read sutras at various other altars in the temple. Finally the monks
all padded by barefoot on the corridor above on the way to the kitchen
area to eat lunch, the main meal of the day. After they had eaten, finished
chanting all the sutras and padded back the other way, burping softly, the
cook stepped into the entranceway from behind and told us to follow him
back to the kitchen. The pain had set in my left side and the muscles and
bones had tightened everywhere in the wet and cold. I raised my body
with a quiet groan and stood up slowly. The fright and adrenalin of early
morning had drained from my veins and worn down my senses leaving me
in a foggy despair. I followed Sho-san out into the rain and bumped my
head on the low opening in the wall that led to the kitchen area behind the
temple.
We stepped into the wide entranceway to the kitchen and the cook
motioned us to sit on a step that led to the floor of boards blackened by
by smoke. A long firestone of black tile and cement was built parallel to
the entranceway, set in about two yards, and wood was piled by the door.
Fires flickered in the frreboxes under the deep pots set in the frrestone
and steam blew from under the wooden lids. The smell of old smoke hung
in the air, smoke infused the walls of plastered sand and the woodwork
polished to a purple-black. The roof slanted up, over the heavy rafters of
pine black with soot and almost invisible in the dark, to the covered hole
at the top that drew the smoke outside. The cook's helper, dressed in a
soot-streaked layer of baggy working clothes pulled over his kimono, slid
a heavy lid to one side, releasing a cloud of steam up to the rafters, and
ladled out two bowls of miso soup. He set two lacquered trays in front of
us, each with a huge bowl of white rice with wheat and the miso soup with
the few vegetables left over from the winter. There was also a small dish
of pickles on each tray. He ordered us to read the sutras and left us to
fake our way unsurely through them, hiding our voices in the rain.
It is said that when twenty Zen monks are eating a meal in one room,
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seated in full lotus position, someone in the next room, separated by a
closed paper screen door, should not be able to tell they are there. Monks
must chew, drink and breathe silently. Chomping on the pickles is not
allowed, nor are unnecessary flicks of the chopsticks on the bowls. The
monks must learn control and awareness in movement, in streamlined
action. But nervous and clumsy, and after spilling the soup on my robes, I
dropped the chopsticks on the tray with a clatter. Thank God for the
rattling of the rain on the roof of corrugated tin outside the kitchen
entrance, I thought. The cook brought a pot of brown tea and we poured
it in the bowls and washed them, wiping every trace of rice and soup off
the sides and then drinking the tea. No waste in food, one of the Zen
"virtues," means no waste in the heart. And then, after a stop at the
outhouse which we dragged out as long as possible, undoing the heavy
belts slowly and taking off the robes, folding them up, gaining even a
minute of standing time, we sloshed back through the rain to crouch over
our full stomachs for the rest of the day.
Apart from being ripped from the bench and thrown out once more, this
time gratefully for it relieved the pain and allowed a good stretch, the
only event of the afternoon was Sh~san's falling asleep, warmed from the
lunch and snoring loudly. Here he was snoring, when my heart was still
beating with fright. I poked him, afraid that a monk in a nearby room
would hear and lay into us with his wrath, but Sh~sanjust mumbled" Ah,
uh" and snored a little more quietly. Well, it would make a good story to
tell to the other young monks after we were admitted into the zendo, I
thought to myself and smiled into my bowls and folded hands. When the
snoring got louder I coughed and snorted to quiet him back down.
In the evening, before the simple dinner of the leftover soup and rice,
Ken-san came to invite us in for the night. Now I was worn out and my
fingers shook as I tried to stack the sandals under my hat outside the
kitchen and wash my feet in a bucket of well water. Ken-san led us to a
large room beside the HondlJ, the main sutra-reading hall, and told us to
sit zazen on the tatami facing the wall. Three other young monks sat there
already, having finished their third day of sitting, following the days of
bowing, and were now preparing to enter the zendlJ the next day at dawn
as new monks. With Sho-san and me, we made five, a large number for the
spring entrance period for Daitokuji. It was well known that the ROshi
was one of the toughest and best in Japan and his monastery was beginning to grow. I bowed and sat down at the end of the line, the lowest and
last to come, and stared with empty eyes at the calligraphy on the thick
paper door. In my tiredness the gap of weakness and beaten spirit from
Ryok~in was mirrored clearly, the gap I was here to fill and burn and fill
again. It was good to know that I had made it through the first day of the
test. But niwa-tsume was really not so hard, and people have a good deal
more endurance and flexibility than they think.
Later when the monks were all sitting zazen across the garden in the
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zendo, Ken-san came rustling down the hall carrying a lantern and the
guest book. He sat the lantern down, careful so the candle flame did not
scorch the paper sides, and I wrote my monk's name and my address as
Ryok6-in with the sumi ink and brush. Another monk came in with hot tea
which warmed my stomach and spread through my veins. I felt strong
again and that the world was not so hard after all.
Zen monks, in their simplicity, know just how far to push a man, and
then with a simple gesture bring him the warmth and brotherhood he
needs. Austerity does not mean harshness with no purpose, does not kill
the heart in coldness. It means simplicity of the heart, bowing of the
head, and engenders warmth and gratitude for simple things: a cup of hot
tea, or the sun suddenly on your back in the winter. Zen monks know
these to be the best and most complete pleasures in the world.
The rain had stopped now, leaving the night in a silence hard to listen
to after the drumming all day long. The swatting of the keisaku from the
zendo echoed in the garden as a monk was being struck four times on each
shoulder, and the dim voices of the bells to end and begin the new zazen
periods hung in the mist. Much later, after the monks had come to the
porch of the Hondo to sit zazen in the dark until nearly midnight, we
trembling beginners all rolled into the folded-over sandwich futons
(sleeping mats) that monks use and fell asleep with no problem.
Four hours later I was shaken from a nervous dream by Ken-san
clanging a hand bell and yelling "Kaijooo! Get up!" with his roughest
belly voice. The lights were on and he slid the Hondo doors open, banging
them on the doorposts. It was still black outside. All the other young
monks had crawled out of their futons and were rolling them up furiously.
They all rushed to the toilet and then splashed cold water over their faces
from a faucet out behind the Honda I clambered behind them trying to
look like I had the hang of it in temples. We threw on our robes and the
others wrapped their black kesas (simple vestments of linen worn for
sutra ceremonies) over their shoulders. My kesa was still wrapped up
under all my kimonos and gear in the pack. So I attacked the pack and
barely had it back under its cover and the kesa on by the time the monks
ftled in. They were led by the head monk ringing his bell. The monks sat on
the far side of the floor of fme, dark wood polished to a perfect shine that
formed the ceremonial center of the Hondo. The large altar was set way
back behind brocade curtains in the shadows and was lit by dim lanterns.
We sat opposite the monks in lotus position on the tatami. I pulled my
sore legs into their first position of the day. As the R{Jshi was being led in
by another older monk, adrenalin fired my heartbeat, and the worn out
muscles in my abdomen began their twisting again. My eyes flinched and
lowered when I tried to focus them on the monks, but now the ROshi was
in the Hondo and the monk leading him had sat down.
The R{Jshi, planted solidly in the middle of the floor, glared in fterce
silence with his coal eyes, the eyes of a dragon, at the Buddha in the
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center of the altar. He shook his shoulders slightly so the tension and
weight would settle to his belly, and then raised his arms outward and
brought his hands together stepping forward and bowing deeply in one
movement. At the bottom of the bow, when his head was almost parallel
with the floor, a monk struck the deep bronze bowl bell with a wooden
mallet and the bell sang out rich and warm and filled the world so that
even the thread of rising incense smoke quivered and melted above the
altar. As the Roshi straightened, the monk struck the bell two more times.
Then he struck it sharply and stopped it by pressing against the rim so
only a high harmonic shriek remained. He hung on that shriek for an extra
moment and the world hung suspended with him, and then he struck the
bell once again and drew out its richest, deepest tone of vibrating
roundness. From his belly he sang out the name of the Heart Sutra, his
voice rising out of the bell as the bell melted away: "Ma ka-han yaharamita shin-gyo. " On each long syllable a vibrato shook from his
belly, and at the last "gyo" he rang a smaller bell and another monk began
the strong pounding of the large wooden sutra drum, carved to look like a
fish. The monks all began chanting the Sino-Japanese syllables in beat
with the drum, each voice rooted solidly as a boulder, the whole chorus a
formidable dissonance. The Roshi stepped forward again bowing deeply
and then unfolded his bowing cloth and spread it on the floor. As the
sutra continued, he knelt down, bowed his forehead to the floor and
raised his palms upward above his ears, letting them stay for a moment
before he stood up again. He bowed this way three times during each
sutra, in the traditional Zen expression of humility, of placing one's head
below the feet of the Buddha.
After the sutra ended, the monk who struck the bells chanted a short
sutra by himself, as strongly and solidly as he could, his one voice rising
alone out of the dissonance. Then he announced the second sutra and the
monks came in again. I couldn't follow the pace of the monks, although
the other young monks in line with me could, so I just moved my mouth
and acted as if nothing were amiss.
As nervous and thoroughly blind to the Sodo ways as I was, I noticed a
few monks, paticularly those farthest away from the head monk, begin
nodding off to sleep. The head monk leaned forward and looked down
the line at them. He got up during the chanting, walked down and kicked
them one by one from behind in the small of their backs. At four in the
morning, with the Roshi alternately bowing and gazing solidly at the
Buddha and three monks pitching forward with bulging eyes, the head
monk glowering and grinning behind them, the Sodo seemed a strange
and awful place. The monks who were kicked didn't seem surprised or
angry and just went on chanting. The lesson sure worked on me though,
and my eyes popped open as wide and round as could be.
After the sutra ceremony ended and the Hondo was empty, we all
resumed our zazen positions facing the wall. The sanzen bell went off
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signaling the beginning of the individual interviews with the Roshi where
each monk has to try to answer the Koan, or Zen problem, the Roshi has
given him. The monks lined up in the dark out on the porch behind us and
passed us on their way one by one to the Roshi's room. Each time a monk
passed by me the cords in my back stiffened and I shook with
nervousness. Still weak at zazen, my lower back kept collapsing and I
would hunch over, notice it, straighten out, then the back would collapse
again. The head monk yelled "You! The foreigner! Wake up and sit
solidly!" and the cords in my back stiffened more and I sat worse. From
the sanzen room came the strangest growls, yells and thumps and I
looked down at my hands gripping each other, the knuckles white. The
sanzen ended, though, as everything eventually does. After the breakfast
of brown rice porridge, seated in line with the rest of the monks on the
floor, Ken-san had me wipe down a corridor beside the Hondo and then
told me to pack up, get out and go try another Soda.
It was dawn and the clouds were breaking, showing patches of the faint
sky. Leaves rustled free of the garden oaks that shed in the spring. They
fell to the moss to lay curved and taut among the others beaten in the
rain. With my pack slung over my shoulders again and the deep hat and
sandals waterlogged from the rain, I went out the back gate and in again
through the front. Today I was alone and did not hesitate before the gate.
In the awe and fear of the life before me, I looked around at the garden,
my comfort for the day, and saw the new green and the warmth of the
moss in spring. I passed the trees, the trunks still wet and black, and
stepped back into the entranceway. I sat down, straightened the pack
before me, bowed, and called out "Tanoomiiimaashooo" again, louder
and more solid today.
All day, hour after hour, I sat there bowing, head down, completely
empty. I was thrown out twice and went back in again and bowed. No one
in the world outside the gate would think it worthwhile or sane. To bow
there all day and then to receive a bowl of leftovers! What simple
problems with simple ways to see them through! When I was thrown out
of the gate, the people passing under the acorn trees gasped, didn't know
whether to laugh or ignore me, then noticed I was a foreigner and were
shocked and hurried along. All I had to do was put the hat back on so they
couldn't see I was a foreigner, stand there for awhile and then go back in.
When you go to a Sodo, the first thing they tell you is "Chop off your head!
Think with your belly!" Get rid of the mish-mash of the head, the noisy
jumble of half-baked opinions and emotions; make yourself simple and
empty. Bowing in the entranceway is a good way to start: knowing
nothing and afraid, your bones bow for you and your belly begins to think.
How are your bones? Do they stay there bowing, despite the "howling
bundle of emotions" rampaging in your blood? Has the religious
discipline of your discipleship before you came to the Sodo shaped and
transformed your strength so that you keep your head and your form, no
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matter what happens to you now? Now you have to bow, monk, to
everyone and anything. you have to leave your self outside the gate. you
are the lowest and have to accept the worst, not even knowing it is the
worst.
And so I bowed there and was invited up again in the evening and
bowed again a third day. Every time I was thrown out I was grateful for
the break and I knew that was one of the reasons the monks threw the
bowing ones out.
On the fourth day, after the sutras, breakfast and the morning
cleaning, Ken-san told me to sit all day. Since I had finished three days of
niwa-tsume, I now began three days of tanga-tsume (literally translated
"occupying the guest room," the phrase refers to the second half of the
endurance examination for entering the Sodo). With my pack set in front
of me, covered with a cloth, I sat on the tatami mats in cross-legged zazen
position and stared at the wall all day. I was called for meals, sutra
ceremonies and occasional cups of tea. Sitting there with no cushion, my
legs fell asleep and back sagged, but I always felt as if someone were
watching, as if the paper screen doors had eyeballs, so I stayed as still as I
could. Sometimes when I knew no one was looking, I unwrapped a little
piece of chocolate I had smuggled in my pack and snapped it in my
mouth, hiding the wrapper in my kimono sleeve. I got up to go to the
bathroom as much as I could, taking the longest time possible untying
and retying my robes, washing my hands.
They had set me right in front of a screen painting of an old palaquin
full of red chrysanthemums and I saw those chrysanthemums hundreds
of different ways-with faces, changed into wiggling bugs-I avoided the
flower for months afterwards. Sometimes I thought of Bodhidharma (the
first patriarch of Zen) and how he sat for nine years in front of a wall,
rising fully enlightened. Then I tried to sit harder, and continued on to
thinking of the old monk who found the fierceness and tension of
monastery zazen not enough for him and so went out at night to the
mountains where wolves lived to practice his zazen. He sat so hard, the
legend goes, that the wolves thought he was a rock and just jumped over
him on their way. But I always ended up seeing bugs in the chrysanthemums and being aware of my sagging and sore back and dead legs.
The tiny crevices in the woven tatam~ I noticed, were not sharp as on new
mats.
Finally, the last night of the tanga-tsume came. I had been there six
days BJld had not been able to shave or take a shower. Nervous sweat had
dried into layers of oil under my whiskers. Splashing cold water on my
face, my fingers became oily. Mter dark, when the monks were sitting in
the zendfJ, Ken-san came in and told me to get out my formal kimono,
robes and the white tabi worn on the feet in ceremonies. He told me to put
on the tabi immediately since the head monk was waiting to see me in his
room. He showed me the formal bows for entering the room and then led
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me down the corridor. I was so nervous that I could barely hold my form
or stand up again after a bow.
The head monk of the monastery was sitting in zazen position on the
tatami in the bare room. Beside him burned one candle in the lantern, a
calm flame evoking shadows of brown and deep tan. One stick of incense,
set perfectly straight, burned in front of a calligraphy scroll hanging in
the alcove. The head monk's face, eyes open slightly, stayed motionless
in the shadows. A keisaku lay on the tatami straight out in front of him,
the handle end on his side, the striking end towards me. I bowed stiffly in
front of the door, and then knelt and bowed to the floor raising my
shaking hands over my ears, as the Roshi did in the mornings. Then I
forgot the next bow. I hesitated, and the head monk hissed "Stand up"
and I stood up, entered the room, bowed again and knelt again folding my
hands and placing my head on them near the end of the keisaku. Bowing
there, I waited for him to speak.
He cleared his throat, in the manner of an old monk, and then spoke
quietly.
"We have refused you all week, but you seem to have solidity and
perseverance. A position has opened in the zendo, and we will accept you
as a monk tomorrow morning. In this Semmon DOj6, you must obey
absolutely every command of the older monks. As you are a foreigner,
you must watch more carefully than anyone how things are done, and
must try harder than anyone else here. You must forget everything, your
dreams and desires outside the monastery, and spare no effort in striving
to understand the Way and put it into action."
His gentle voice, the voice of a boulder, rooted in the core of his
training, vibrated through my body from one end of my head to the other
end of my feet. In this one moment I passed through the beginning gate,
the first great gate of the training. Barred to me for six days, and for years
before, the gate admitted me silently and I stood on the flrst step of the
Way. A bit of Chris Jay died, and a new monk bowed there. A bit of the
cup emptied and was filled with the new contents. My nervousness
dissolved now, and my face and hands flushed hot with the energy
released; it was a monk who stood up, bowed, and backed out of the
room. The monk knelt and bowed again, outside the room, his palms
above his ears again, his eyes closed, and he stayed in that position for a
long moment.
In the morning, after the meal of brown rice gruel, the monks stayed
sitting zazen in the zenda instead of going out to work. It was just dawn
and the East Mountains of Kyoto emerged dark under the blue in the
eastern sky. Wearing my formal robes of thin gauze, my white kimono,
tabi and kesa, with hands folded in praying position and holding a stick of
lit incense, I walked stiffly down the covered stone walk that led from the
Hondo to the zenda. I looked at the mountains over the eastern wall and
paused, trembling, to try to remember the complicated order of bows
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that Ken-san had taught me last night. He had run me through the
ceremony time after time, because he would be yelled at if I made any
mistakes. The attendant monk of the zendo stood outside the door
waiting for me. He straightened my kesa, asking in a whisper if I knew
what to do. I nodded, hoping my body \VOUld remember the order of
things.
I stepped into the zendo and bowed to the center, and then to the
attendant monk's seat to the left. I walked slowly across the floor of slate
gray tile, between the two rows of monks sitting on raised platforms that
ran down either side of the long hall. The zazen of a Sodo zendo, total
effort concentrated in form, is great power. Nervous and drained from
my six days, I felt no match for that power and forced myself forward.
The altar stood between two pillars in the center of the far end of the
zendo, raised above head level. I went around and stood before it, bowed,
reached up and placed the incense stick as straight as I could in the small
bowl, and bowed again. Then I unfolded the bowing cloth of the kesa and
spread it on the straw mat before the altar. In the silence of the zendo,
under the eyes of the old wooden monk seated in the altar, I bowed three
times, kneeling to the floor and raising my palms above my ears, standing
up and kneeling again, in the formal Three Bows. Then I folded the
bowing cloth and hung it back over my arm, bowed once again, and went
over to the seat of the head monk of the zendo. I placed the bowing cloth
on the wooden edge of the platform in front of him and bowed my head
down to it, silently submitting myself to his direction and discipline in the
training. He bowed from his sitting position. I folded the cloth over my
arm again and walked back to the other end of the zendo and stepped out
the door. The attendant monk stepped in and announced, in his deepest
stentorian voice, "Shinto sando," "a new monk comes to the hall." I
stepped into the zendo again, bowed to the center and to the left, and
went over to the only vacant sitting cushion.
My traveling pack was set there against the wall. Facing the center of
the zendo I bowed again, slipped off the straw sandals and arranged them
perfectly straight, and mounted the cushion with a clumsy flurry of robes.
I arranged the robes neatly under my crossed legs and sat in zazen
position. Thus I took my place as a new monk in the zendo, the lowest, at
the bottom of the brotherhood.
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The Importance of Food
•
In

One Day in the Life
of Ivan Denisovich

Alfred Cismaru

T

HE year 1983 marks the twentieth anniversary of Alexander
Solzhenitsyn's One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich. Although
this important work has benefited from numerous critical comments
abroad, in this country there have been only cursory exegeses. 1 With the
hindsight of two decades it may be profitable to look at it again. Because
the theme of physical survival is at the core of One Day in the Life of Ivan
Denisovich, and because, so far, its importance has been eclipsed by
critics in favor of that of spiritual victory, this essay will emphasize
Solzhenitsyn's concern with food collection, ingestion, digestion, and
with body preservation in general.
Those who know Solzhenitsyn are aware of the fact that he is a hearty
eater, a gourmet and perhaps even a gourmand. But this is not the main
reason for his preoccupation with food as a requirement for survival.
Men who have experienced the gulag, or indeed any imposed
confmement, know that more than the rigors of climate, more than the
forced marches and forced labor and the beatings and the spiritual
deprivations, the incarcerated notes first and foremost the quasiabsence of food and the poor quality of that which is available. One need
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not go so far as Freud and proclaim that the mouth is the sexual organpar
excellence, that eating is essentially a sexual act, in order to acquiesce in
the centrality of food ingestion in man's daily routine. Moreover, no sort
of spiritual well-being or preservation is possible for long on a starvation
diet. It is this truism, more than Solzhenitsyn's own culinary concerns,
that made him devote many a passage in One Day in the Life of Ivan
Denisovich to the art of eating in prison. 2
Kuzyomin, the brigade foreman in the camp, a person with a twelveyear experience in the modus vivendi required by the gulag, has a formula
for survival, one which he shares liberally with the others: "Here, fellows,
taiga is the law. " 3 A Russian word meaning '~virgin Siberian forest," taiga
implies the law of the beasts of the jungle, the law that recognizes that
only the fittest survive, and that fitness is the result of adequate food
intake. No wonder, then, that the problems of hunger and diet are
introduced as soon as the novel begins, in the description of the so-called
breakfast shoved in front of the prisoners.
Ivan Denisovich Shukhov, with the accumulated tact of eight years of
incarceration, looks upon eating as an artful endeavor whose gestures are
meticulously performed, as befits the discipline of the artist:
The only good thing about camp gruel was it was usually hot,
but what Shukhov had was now quite cold. Even so, he ate it
slow and careful like he always did. Mustn't hurry now, even if
the roof caught fire ....
The fish was mostly bones. The flesh was boiled off except for
bits on the tails and the heads. Not leaving a single scale or
speck of flesh on the skeleton, Shukhov crunched and sucked
the bones and spit them out on the table. He didn't leave
anything-not even the gills or the tail. He ate the eyes too
when they were still in place. (17)
Though Shukhov must be a beast, Solzhenitsyn adds, "But when they'd
[the eyes) come off and were floating around in the bowl on their own he
didn't eat them." (17) This line asserts not so much a minimal awareness
of the fact that even in the jungle there are traces of morality and ethics,
as it points to the necessity that ingestion must maintain certain
standards which would not conflict with proper digestion. 4 Should
nausea and vomiting result from certain unappetizing foods, or from
their unappetizing presentation, the calories taken in would be lost, at
least partially. In his careful survival scheme Shukhov realizes that he
cannot afford this risk.
Eating, then, is no longer an elemental activity, deriving from instinct
and being pursued casually. It is a strategy replete with well-formulated
tactics designed to afford the undernourished the best chances of
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retaining a viable body. More importantly, it becomes, without the hero's
knowledge, a religious ritual which is approached with respect and quasireverence. Thus, during lunch, the process of chewing every mouthful is
described minutely. Shukhov's hands, lips, tongue, taste buds and facial
muscles participate in unison, slowly and deliberately, for the ultimate
enjoyment of swallowing and digesting. Every single trace of food is
scraped from the bowl with a piece of bread saved until last for this
purpose. When Shukhov has fmished, the bowl looks as if it has been
washed and dried by the most thorough of hands.
Prior to lunch on the same day, Shukhov has been able, through astute
maneuvering and well-planned tactics, to secure from the kitchen staff a
few extra bowls of food for his brigade. He thus becomes entitled to a
second helping. Therefore he eats his first portion even more slowly,
trying not to feel as partially full as he does normally. Having conditioned
his stomach to the proper introduction of the second ration, he proceeds
to eat his mush with the acute pleasure of one who becomes sexually
aroused again soon after experiencing climax. All his senses are now at
play and extreme concentration is required in order for him to reach yet
another gourmet's orgasm.
There is nothing mechanical in his approach. He is quite unlike
prisoner K-123 at whom he looks from time to time, and about whom he
concludes to himself: "He ate his mush, but there was no taste in his
mouth. It was wasted on him." (94} On the contrary, Shukhov knows that
to be content requires intent, and to reach perfect satisfaction requires
the most elaborate premeditation. Since the body is a whole, it must
participate wholly in the process of ingestion. Above all the brain must be
engaged in picking up the food, introducing it into the mouth, chewing
and swallowing it. No distractions are possible. Shukhov cannot
understand why prisoner K-123 talks with another prisoner about a film
he had seen a long time ago while eating his gruel. Activities extraneous
to eating, while eating, can only diminish the benefits derived from food.
Since it is a sexual sacrament, ingestion demands total bodily and
spiritual involvement, without which the inadequate quantity and the
poor quality of the food fail to contribute to the orgasmic satisfaction
sought. And, significantly, such satisfaction, once gained, gives rise to a
general feeling of well-being and to an optimistic view of life and the
future, not unlike post-coital euphoria. On one occasion, after eating,
Shukhov is described as not having "a grudge in the world now-about
how long his sentence was, about how long their day was, about that Sunday they would not get off. All he thought now was: 'We'll get through!
We'll get through it all! And God grant, it'll all come to an end.'" (169170)
Post-meal euphoria is, however, like post-coital fulfillment, shortlived. Soon reality sneaks back, and at times, in order to avoid it, the
hero's thoughts revert to the past, before his incarceration. But even
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recollections of family and friends pale before those having to do with
food:
In the camp he often remembered how he used to eat in the
village-potatoes by the panful and pots of kasha, and in the
early days before that, great hunks of meat. And they swilled
enough milk to make their bellies burst. But he understood in
the camps this was all wrong. You had to eat with all your
thoughts on the food, like he was nibbling off these little bits
now, and turn them over on your tongue, and roll them over in
your mouth-and then it tasted so good, this soggy black
bread. (54)

When it is come by easily, affluence provides less pleasure than scarcity
which is well managed and calculatingly appropriated. Of course,
Shukhov does not see the sour-grapes attitude involved in such
reasoning. His need to think that he is making a go of camp life is so great
that he has succeeded in conditioning himself psychologically to feelings
and thoughts that make survival possible. Yet, at the same time, it may
be concluded that this is all the more to his credit because the gulag
affords no other means of overcoming starvation and death.
In fact, starvation in the gulag is not merely punishment for sins
committed against the State; it is above all a way of having the prisoners
compensate the State, a way of controlling and rendering more efficient
their labor which enhances the economic well-being of the State. That is
why the slave-labor force of the camp is divided into brigades and why
the collective work of the brigade is considered rather than that of an
individual prisoner. Each has to do his share of work, or else all members
of the brigade have their rations cut or diminished:
In the camp they had these [brigades] to make the prisoners
keep each other on their toes.... It was like this-either you
all get something extra or you all starved. ("You're not pulling
your weight, you swine, and rve got to go hungry because of
you. So work, you bastard!") (66-67).

Each beast in the camp must contribute, then, to the maintenance of
survival based on food allotments, which in turn are based on the amount
of daily work.
Not meeting a work quota even for one day involves a cut in rations. H
the beast is not properly fed one day, the work quota cannot be met the
next, which means that a vicious circle is created, leading to slow death
by starvation. Hence beast pushes beast to do his best, the collective
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survival of all depending on the efforts of each. The gulag strips the
person of even his most individualistic traits, and at the end of the tunnel,
if ever one gets there, is a spoonful of mush.
The camp's currency is, of course, food. The State gets the work it
wants done for the food it gives the prisoners; the authorities are bribed
with food in parcels sent by relatives to the gulag; when a theft is
committed food is always involved directly or indirectly. The emperor of
the camp is the chief cook. He disposes of the food as he sees fit and puts
on the airs of a French chef at a fancy resort. He controls innumerable
assistants, acts pompously and authoritatively, yet all he actually does is
boil water and groats, preparing a meal that any Boy Scout could fix over
a campfire.
The importance of nourishment is presented with most vigor however
in the oft-repeated or alluded to question of whether those who clear off
the tables should lick the other prisoners' bowls thereby providing
themselves with extra food. Kuzyomin's code forbids this, for it makes
one dependent on scraps, and the humiliation of the act of licking is
bound to strip one of any vestige of human dignity. Self-respect, though
required for spiritual preservation, may be at odds with the caloric intake
necessitated by the body. Shukhov is unable to choose easily: "And the
worst thing was that if there was something left in the bowls you started
to lick them. You couldn't help it." (2) His concern for moral and esthetic
standards conflicts with his appetite which is spurred by the continuous
hunger within. But there is no transcendental reality in the gulag; there is
no hereafter with its notions of reward and punishment. There is only the
stark presence of starvation, the pain in the stomach emanating in the
limbs and in the throat, the need to fill the void with something solid, with
anything that will ease the hurt and make for life, or the semblance oflife.
There is nothing beyond the natural limits of the physical world here and
now, and, within the confines of the camp, life is its own reward.
In addition, Kuzyomin' s code may be wrong with reference to licking
the bowls, reasons Shukhov, because it is wrong when it forbids a
prisoner to spy on another prisoner. The code maintains that a stool
pigeon cannot survive, but Shukhov's observation proves otherwise. He
remarks: "About the secret spying he (Kuzyomin], of course,
exaggerated. Exactly those (the stool pigeons] do survive." (2) In the
jungle there is no room for the niceties of principle, and those who live by
the laws of the outside die inside. H Shukhov ultimately resists the
temptation to lick the bowls, it is for the same practical reason that he
would not eat the eyes of a fish floating in a soup: fear that physical
repulsion would induce nausea and vomiting. The law of the taiga cannot
be mellowed or modified, and Shukhov can only accept that part of it
which helps physical survival. Kuzyomin cannot have it both ways;
Shukhov will not even try, for the risk is personal annihilation.
In fact, the more one is confined in the gulag, the more animalistic his
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reaction to food becomes. For example, sniffing turns out to be the most
efficient sensory mode for detecting the presence and the sort of food.
When one of the prisoners, Caesar Markovich, receives a parcel from
home, he need not unpack the contents in order for Shukhov to know
exactly what they are:
Like all the others he had the eyes of a hawk, and in a flash
they ran over the things Caesar had laid out on the bed and on
the locker. But though he still hadn't taken the paper off them
or opened the bags, Shukhov couldn't help telling by . . . a
sniff of the nose that Caesar had gotten sausage, canned milk,
a large smoked fish, fatback, crackers with one kind of smell
and cookies with another, and about four pounds of lump
sugar. And then there was butter, cigarettes, and pipe
tobacco. (178)
Shukhov' s sense of smell is so precise that he can distinguish "crackers
with one kind of smell" from cookies with another. In the gulag, the
human being-become-beast develops the instincts of the latter, and, in
time, uses them with the same degree of accuracy.
Finally, the sacramental quality that food has for the incarcerated is
shown poignantly in a discussion the hero has with the prisoner
Alyoskha. The latter, a devout believer in the Baptist Church and a
practitioner of its codes, talks to Shukhov in an attempt to convert him to
Christianity. His speech, replete with vocabulary that might be effective
outside, is powerless in the confines of the camp. Where physical survival
ia paramount, it is useless to invoke the might of the spirit, the
immortality of the soul, and the purity of Paradise. Evangelical
metaphors, likewise, are ill-placed in the atmosphere of the gulag, and
the miracle of moving mountains means little to someone whose every
moment of continued existence is in itself a miracle. And so Alyoskha
fails; but, significantly, when he refers to the daily bread in the Lord's
Prayer, Shukhov properly asks: "You mean that ration [the daily one
hundred gram bread allotment per man) we get?" (197) Obviously, if that
is all a person can hope for, or is permitted to ask of God, then, Shukhov
reasons, there is not much point in prayer.
Shukhov's spirit, then, reduced by imprisonment to instinct, acts in
order to attain measurable and immediate results: the maximum caloric
intake to maintain physical viability, which allows him to work and avoid
the ire of the other prisoners and the camp authorities. One can stay alive
this way, and one can count the days that pass and those that remain in
one's sentence. We meet Shukhov for only one day. We do not know if he
will survive until he is released, or indeed if he will be released-the
Soviet courts can renew a sentence if they so deem advisable. Still, we
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may conclude that his chances of self-preservation are good. After all,
the law of the taiga may have its shortcomings (Shukhov recognizes these
himself), but it is a natural law, one that ought to work. Man's
responsibility to his body may be secondary under normal conditions;
within the narrow limitations of the gulag it becomes primordial.

Notes
1

The latest of any import is almost ten years old: Zhores Medvedev' s

Ten Years After Ivan Denisovich (New York: Harper and Row Publishers,
1973).
2
His preoccupation with food is such that it also made its way into his
Nobel Prize Lecture (London: Stenvalley Press, 1972), p. 27.
3 Alexander Solzhenitsyn, One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich (New
York: Bantam Books, 1963), p. 2; subsequent page numbers in
parentheses in my text refer to this edition.
4 This is a conclusion, in my opinion, wrongfully reached by Andrej
Kodjak in his Alexander Solzhenitsyn (Boston: G. K. Hall and Co., 197 8),
p.42.
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Notes on Contributors
Alfred Cismaru, Professor of Romance Languages at Texas Tech
University since 1970, also taught at Saint Michael's and Brooklyn
College. An active member of several language associations, he has read
numerous papers at professional meetings, published three books and
nearly eighty articles in scholarly journals.
Charles Edward Eaton served as Vice Consul at the American
Embassy in Rio and taught creative writing at several major universities
before becoming a "full-time writer of poetry and prose." His
publications include eight volumes of poetry, three collections of short
stories, and essays in every major literary journal.
Richard Flanagan has published one novel, The Hunting Variety, and
recently completed another, Beloved Disciple: Memoirs of Lazarus. His
poetry and short stories have appeared in various small magazines. He is
a Professor of English at Babson College.
Robert Hoffman, Professor of Philosophy at the York College of the
City University of New York, is the author of Language, Minds and
Knowledge as well as articles in numerous professional periodicals. His
personal "mental disorders" include "an obsession with chocolate
pastries and a love of all dogs."
Christopher Jay lived in the Zen Temple in Kyoto, where he was
ordained as a training monk, from 1970-77. Since then he has been a
teacher of Japanese and bamboo flute, an interpreter, and a "sometimes
sous-chef" in an inn in the Catskills. Although his prose has appeared in
Japan, "Begging Entrance ... " is his first major American publication.
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Jeffery Lewis, who earned the B.A. at the University of Wisconsin at
Madison, has worked as a pulp cutter, a welder, and a longshoreman.
Currently, he is a house painter who edits the local paper in his spare
time. He says that "Life at the Bachs' " is "a direct translation of a
dream."
Mordecai Marcus, Professor of English at the University of Nebraska
at Lincoln, previously taught at Rutgers and Purdue. Widely published,
his poetry has appeared in eighty different journals and in four individual
chapbooks.
Nils Peterson teaches creative writing at San Jose State.
Timothy Sarbaugh, a second year student at the University of San
Diego School of Law, earned the Bachelor and the Master of Arts
degrees in History at San Jose State. He has published articles in EireIreland, California History and The Pacific Historian.
Frederick J. Down Scott earned the Ph.D. in Philosophy from
Georgetown University in 1956 and has taught at San Jose State since
1964. The author of two dozen publications, Scott is currently working
on an edition of here-to-fore unpublished letters of William James.
Robert Wexelblatt, who was "once married himself," teaches literature
and philosophy at Boston University. His essays, poetry and short
stories have appeared in journals as various as the Arizona and Midwest
quarterlies, Descant, and the Literary Review.
Judith Windt earned the doctorate in English from Stanford, where she
currently works at the Center for Information Technology. In the past
she has taught at the College of Notre Dame and San Jose State, been the
Women's Studies Coordinator at Cabrillo College, and done free-lance
writing·in medicine and technology.
ERRATA: In the Fall1982 issue of San Jose Studies, Robert Luce was
incorrectly identified as having been "aboard the space shuttle
Columbia on its March '82 flight." Luce did not fly in the mission, but he
did design the electrical system for one of the experiments.
Similarly, in the Fall, 1982 issue, Rivers Singleton, Jr. was incorrectly
identified as being employed at the University of Kansas. Actually, he
teaches in the School of Life and Health $ciences at the University of
Delaware.
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To Prospective
Contributors:
San Jose Studies, a journal sponsored by San Jose State University, is
published three times each year in Winter, Spring and Fall. The contents
include critical and creative prose, as well as poetry, interviews and
photographs. We publish essays which originate in the scholarly pursuit
of knowledge but which appeal to the educated general reader who has
broad interests and a lively intellect. Our compass is suggested by the
indices in which we are listed: America, History and Life; Behavioral
Abstracts; the MLA Bibliography; Chemical Abstracts; Women's
Studies Abstracts, H. H. Wilson Company Indices.
Our scope is interdisciplinary. We treat the subject matter of the
sciences, and the humanities and arts, the social sciences, business and
technology. Past issues have included articles on topics as diverse as the
social implications of genetic engineering, Melville's deliberate "errors"
in Billy Budd, the texts of secret Politboro resolutions, and the letters of
William James. Special numbers have been devoted to John Steinbeck,
the Evolution Controversy, and the American Bicentennial.
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Our goal, issue by issue, is to provoke the intellectual pleasure that
comes with discovering a new idea or with re-examining an old concept
from a new perspective. Thus, the journal complements the formal
education that goes on within the university and contributes to the lifelong learning of our readers.
Each February, the Committee of Trustees of San Jose Studies gives a
$100.00 award from the Bill Casey Memorial Fund to the author of the
best essay, short story or poem appearing in the previous volume of the
journal. In addition, authors of the best article, short story and poem in
each volume receive a year's complimentary subscription to the journal.
Manuscripts are welcome from all writers and should be submitted to:
The Editors
San Jose Studies
San Jose State University
San Jose, California 95192
Manuscripts should be limited to 5,000 words and must be
typewritten and double-spaced on standard 8~ x 11 white bond: The
author's name should appear only on the cover sheet. An identifying
word from the title (rather than the author's name) should appear on the
succeeding pages of the manuscript adjacent to the page numbers in the
upper right-hand comer. Each manuscript should be submitted in
duplicate.
Because San Jose Studies is a refereed journal, manuscripts are
evaluated by a generalist reader, a specialist in the area of the paper, and
the editors. This process usually takes from six to eight weeks. Authors
receive two complimentary copies of the issue in which their contribution
appears. Manuscripts not accepted for publication are returned if a selfaddressed, stamped envelope is included with the submission.
Previously published work and multiple submissions are not accepted
for publication.
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